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Everyman’s Guide to Motor Efficiency 


This book covers every phase of the care, repair and operation of the automobile; 



























































so simple and yet so complete. Written so it can be thoroughly understood. 
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Exactly how the differential works? 

Why the battery needs distilled water? 

Why front wheels ‘‘toe in’’? | 
And other simple and perplexing questions. | 


Tells You | 


How to stop a wheel from squeaking? 

How to make a wheel puller? 

How a visiting card may be used to curea 
slipping clutch? 


Contains knowledge that saves lives, cars, tires and that 
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The Tax Collector—Hry, You! LEAVE SOMETHIN’ FOR Me! 
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man who had come upon Nill 
hook perceptibly. 


unawares. The v< ung man 


face was pale; his finger 


“Howdy. Peter? Just speaking of you You got 
note? I called at vour boarding-house last night and wait 
wo hours y 
“Nay I have a little talk with you, father—alone?”’ 
1ey moved away together: 
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McDuffy had less than four- 
teen dollars. If the fifth race at 
New Orleans hadn’t gone against 
him, he might have had fourteen 
hundred. However— 

‘“‘What’s troubling you, 
Peter?” 

Peter looked around furtively, 
moistening his lips. Then the 
story came out: The tip had been 
a sure thing—a ten-to-one shot. 
Peter had “ borrowed” three hun- “That's it exacth 
dred dollars from his employers, wouldn’t snow today, 
bet it in a handbook, and the 
horse had lost. And now, unless the money was re- 
turned by noon tomorrow, the theft would be dis- 
covered and arrest would follow. 

He ended piteously, in a half whisper: “Do you 
suppose—father—y-you could ” 

“Yes,” said McDuffy. “Trouble yourself no more 
about it. I'll have the money for you by tomorrow.” 

Leaving his son, he boarded a south-bound street 
car, his destination being a gambling-house, ostensibly 
known as “The Poetry Lovers’ Club.” 

The street car was crowded to the point of suffoca- 
tion; he was squeezed into a corner of the rear plat- 
form. Others were lumped together inside like cattle 
in a stockpen—only, unlike cattle, they made no pro- 
test. The car bowled wildly on, clanging, roaring, in 
a swirl of slush; and the passengers bumped against 
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Widower—And do you think that silk stockings are absolutely essenti n the wardrobe of 





“What's the trouble, old man Y 
ort of weather beaten.”’ 








. one another, united by a common 
woe, 

Then. all at once, another car 
rushing in from a cross street 
collided with the one conveying 
McDuffy, and chaos enveloped 
all 

The crash of glass and splin- 
tered wood, the screams of wo- 
men, the swearing of men, min- 
gled in frightful confusion. 
Pee com delines Ghat be \McDuffy, hurled to the floor by 
and it did” the impact, regained his feet, 

slightly bruised, and leapt to the 
street. Others fared less luckily, and these he helped 
carry to a corner drug store, there to await the 
coming of an ambulance. Then he gave his name to 
the conductor (a green man, evidently, and somewhat 
flustered by the accident), and proceeded to the club 
of poetry lovers. - =~ 
He invested his fourteen dollars ina stack of poker 
chips, and within an hour had increased his holdings 
to ninety-five dollars. Luck then turned against him, 
and all his skill at gambling could not avert disaster. 

His chip pile melting rapidly, there presently remained 

but a single white one, which had a cash value of 

fifteen cents. He edged it into the pot, saying: “‘Gim- 
me five cards.” 
But Mr. McDuffy took no more cards that night. 

While the dealer’s supple fingers were caressing the deck 
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final shuffle, a sudden thrill shot through the 


in the 
room: 

* Bulls!” 

The effect was instantaneous. Chairs were shoved 
back in quiet haste, there was a silent rush for the 
exits, the lights went out. Upon the stairway door 
thundered blows from-an ax, and a part of the panel 
became matchwood. 

McDuffy, groping in the dark, came to a promising 
window; but, seeing policemen on the fire-escape, he 
quickly found another, which, being without a fire- 
escape, was unwatched. He was considering the ques- 
tion of emerging therefrom, when 
the door caved in; a captain of 
police and a dozen men _ bolted 
into the room. 

The electric light wires had 
been cut, but sundry sounds ad- 
vised McDuffy that arrests were 
being made, withal. He thought 
of remaining where he was and 
surrendering to the law; then he 
remembered Peter, and, lifting the 
window sash, he swung his body 
over the sill and dropped into the 
black void below. 

He opened his 
emergency hospital. 
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bandage around his head, his right wrist was shattered 
and his left leg was broken below the knee; while he 
was thinking of these and other disagreeable matters, 
a businesslike young man paused beside his cot. 

“Joe McDuffy.” 

“At your service.” 

“Were you a passenger, Mr. McDuffy, on a south- 
bound Willow Avenue car when it collided, at half-past 
six last evening, with an east-bound Logan Street car?” 

“I was,” said McDuffy. 

“You seem to have suffered a bit from the collision; 
but perhaps we can alleviate your distress. 1,” said 
the affable young man, producing 
a legal-looking document and a 
fountain-pen,“am a claim agent for 
the Metropolitan Traction Com- 
pany, and I am authorized to offer 
you three hundred dollars in cash 
if you release my company from 
all liability for your injuries.” 

\ minute dragged slowly by. 


At last: “What time is it?” asked 
McDuffy. 

The claim agent glanced at 
his watch. “Two minutes of 
ten.” 
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lhe agent, happily believing he had saved his com- 
at least seven hundred dollars, answered gener- 
ous! **Name anything!” 

Ihe first condition,” said McDuffy, “is that you 
have my son, Peter, who works for your company, call 
on me here before noon today; and the other condition 
is that you see a Mr. J. J]. Bemis at the Elks’ Club in 
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tell him | with e 


spec ific ally 


srand Street, and 


esterday, 


agree 


and 


ver 


in general.”’ 


Eggo View 


News Notes 
B \ WERY 


Lest Van | 


6 hh. irgument yesterday morning between Corn 
l d link Ni over how cold it was ook« | il 
} | because every word was surrounded by ste 
Wil | ircom Says that 1 fellow « in feel s cheap now 
‘ yuld 
Any fellow who hasn’t been working for some time « 
‘ » himself to hate starting in agai 
Ihe idience at the movie show Saturda nigt 
uirship, but was mighty glad to get back 


Ambrose Crosslots flatly refused oO pa the 


Saturday 1 ight ind thus the nation must bear the 


leabyt 


thing he 


tax On a Mov! 


burden 


‘ he War at just that much longer 
Button Edgin, the first local person to engage in the hom« 
. wer business, has ¢ off his moustache, as every little 
bubb > precious 
Mr Myrt poor tasted of a clothes-pin in the grocery 
1a\ 
/ i Be in tried on some new glo es im Pollywog store 


rday and shook hands with himself 


Bt ACH 


Salad fis Wil 


ior the 





Va 





weell) 
An 


Stidgen Wiltz, who is woman 
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Christmas-time, reports that 
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~“ rious, because the package 
contained only a clothes-brusl 


Always Late 
You're late It 
run in your family.” 


always 
must 

“T guess it does, George 
I understand an ancestor of mine ran 
ind missed it 
Pedal Stall 

By FE. 1 
I (GLANCED at her feet 

And I noticed her stocking; 

An arrow most fleet, 
\ symbol petite 
That made my heart beat 

"Twas the daintiest clocking 
I glanced at her feet 


And saw it—How 


shoe king! 
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THe Water Wacon’s CoLtp ano BLEAK, oN Wuicu We Have ro Rup! 
. 
Winter Days 
ay: 
By Warr Nason 
Illustra by Ratpu Barton 
HE blasts from polar regions blow, the fiercest blas lhe business man takes o buck, he chews his whiskeriness 
you'll find; the ground outdoors is white wit! ind thinks it quite a slice of luc » sella can of bear He must 
snow, the cheap mail order kind Chere re 0 maintain the whole blamed works until the winter’s gone he 
birds among the trees, to southern climes they’v: has to pay his giddy clerks, who sit around and vaw1 He has 
flow! and L’ve rhe imatics In MV Knees na o | rl ill kinds of coal to keep his storeroom warm he waits 
ere I sit and groan nd waits, and not a soul comes dritting from the storm. Hi 
Mv wife would have me shovel snow trom off the che ip ) customers are il] home CONSUMINE coal al 1 VOod nd quo 
ks; but I refuse; I'd like to go and plant potato stall ng many a pagan pome set dov hors stewed And so 
I'd like to hoe a Tow of peas and u the garden toil on lroZze the bus ness mal savs he Che winter 1s 1ros ind spl 4 
oO d like these I yearn to till the soil. And on the golder time is the stuff for me. regardless of its cos 
summer day, when balmy zephyrs blow, I think I'd give a bak lhe customer, who stays at home, is feeling pre sick, ane 
of hay if | might shovel snow sorrow rests upon his dome, some fourteen inches thick. He'd 
All day the bitter tempests shriek, they will not be denied like to journey to the store and buy a can of soup, but winter 
the water wagon’s cold and bleak, on which we have to ride vammers at the door with loud and frantic whoop. He claws 
lime was when mortal man might choose the cart in which he’d iround for chunks of oak to feed the sickly blaze; his spir 
jaunt, might name the vehicle he’d use, to fill a long-felt want bends beneath the voke, he cusses wintry davs 
If he possessed a roll of kale, his options hes up big, and to The peeler on his lonely beat, is murmur 


the poorhouse he might sail, in any kind 


Wing 
of rig. The privilege he has chilblains in his feet 


i, “* Alack 


For 


t, and ice all down his back And if 
is his no more, he’s seen his options slide; the water wagon’s — he pinches Richard Roe, and punches Richard’s eves, and runs 
the door, and on it he must ride. The water wagon has no him in, amid the snow, it’s just for exercise! 
top, no stove to keep it warm: devoid of springs, it goes kertlop The winter is a total loss, wherein no mortals Sil vf. al d so 
through all the wintry storm I plan to come across with su odes lO spring 
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It was decided that a 


second trip to Europe wa 
provide 
with a title; and according] 
passage for herself and 
was engaged, a 
Berkeley Square secured {i 
the summer months and a 
“box” in Scotland for the 
shooting season. An ad- 
vance agent was sent ahead 
to make sure that all was in 
readiness for Mabel’s rece; 
tion, and his report being 
favorable, the 
pared to set sail. 

Unfortunately, this 
the moment chosen by 
Mabel to elope with the 
chauffeur. 


necessary to her 


suite 
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Society Item, Winter of Our 
Present Discontent 
Yesterday afternoon, at her 
home, 2227 Chillside Road, Mrs 
Henry S. Clarence gave a tea 
in honor of the two men who 
brought her a ton of 
The coal having beer 
dumped in the cellar, the driver 
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after using finger 
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Batuinc Scent at Patm Beaca 
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“As soon as your signature is on this paper.” 

“I can’t write,” said McDuffy, nodding toward his 
damaged right wrist. 

“Try it with your left hand,” coaxed the kindly 
agent. 

McDuffy tried it, and made a fairly legible signa- 
ture. Then, retaining the paper, he said firmly: “I'll 
take this money only on two conditions.” 

The agent, happily believing he had saved his com- 
pany at least seven hundred dollars, answered gener- 
ously: “Name anything!” 

“The first condition,” said McDuffy, “is that you 
have my son, Peter, who works for your company, call 
on me here before noon today; and the other condition 
is that you see a Mr. J. J. Bemis at the Elks’ Club in 
Grand Street, and tell him I agree with everything he 
said yesterday, specifically and in general.” 


Egg View News Notes 
By Lesure Van Every 


"TH argument yesterday morning between Corny Paine 
and Tink Nitz, over how cold it was, looked unusually 
heated because every word was surrounded by steam. 


Will Larcom says that a fellow can feel as cheap now as he 


ever could. 

Any fellow who hasn’t beea working for some time certainly 
owes it to himself to hate starting in again. 

The audience at the movie show Saturday night enjoyed 
a ride in an airship, but was mighty glad to get back to earth 
again! 

Ambrose Crosslots flatly refused to pay the tax cn a movie 
ticket Saturday night, and thus the nation must bear the burden 
of the war debt just that much longer. 

Button Edgin, the first local person to engage in the home- 
made beer business, has cut off his moustache, as every little 
bubble is precious. 

Mrs. Myrt Spoor tasted of a clothes-pin in the grocery 
yesterday. 

Zeus Bean tried on some new gloves in a Pollywog store 
yesterday and shook hands with himself. 
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Stidgen Wiltz, who is woman- 
shy, paid Miss Phrony Edgin a 
visit Sunday night, and twisted 
his words as much as he did his 
hat. 
Muley Cannon took a look at 
the moon through a telescope 
the other night, and Muley ad- 
mitted that it was bigger than 
he thought it was! 
Plato Prouty is doing fine as j 
a sociable dancer. He can now 
answer a question without get- 
ting out of step with the music. 
Tink Nitz, who just received 
a package mailed to him at 
Christmas-time, reports that the 
delay was bigger than it was 
serious, because the package 
~nweeee contained only a clothes-brush. 








Always Late 
“You're always late. It 
must run in your family.” 
“T guess it does, George,” 


said his wife sweetly. “I understand an ancestor of mine ran 
for the Mayflower and missed it.” 


Pedal Stall 
By E. L. 
GLANCED at her feet 
And I noticed her stocking; 
An arrow most fleet, 
A symbol petite 
That made my heart beat, 
’Twas the daintiest clocking. 
I glanced at her feet 
And saw it—How shocking! 
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Have a little spotlight on your car? They are ap- 
preciated by the traffic cops when making out a summons. 
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Winter Days 


By Watt Mason 


Illustration by Ratpu Barton 


HE blasts from polar regions blow, the fiercest blast 
you'll find; the ground outdoors is white with 
snow, the cheap mail order kind. There are no 
birds among the trees, to southern climes they’ve 
flown; and I’ve rheumatics in my knees, and 

here I sit and groan. 

My wife would have me shovel snow from off the cheap-john 
walks; but I refuse; I’d like to go and plant potato stalks. 
I’d like to hoe a row of peas and in the garden toil; on frozen, 
snowy days like these I yearn to till the soil. And on the golden 
summer day, when balmy zephyrs blow, I think I’d give a bale 
of hay if I might shovel snow. 

All day the bitter tempests shriek; they: will not be denied; 
the water wagon’s cold and bleak, on which we havesto ride. 
Time was when mortal man might choose the cart in which he’d 
jaunt, might name the vehicle he’d use, to fill a long-felt want. 
If he possessed a roll of kale, his options loomed up big, and to 
the poorhouse he might sail, in any kind of rig. The privilege 
is his no more, he’s seen his options slide; the water wagon’s 
at the door, and on it he must ride. The water wagon has no 
top, no stove to keep it warm; devoid of springs, it goes kerflop, 
through all the wintry storm. 





The business man takes in no buck, he chews his whiskerines» 
and thinks it qvite a slice of luck to sell a can of beans. He must 
maintain the whole blamed works until the winter’s gone; he 
has to pay his giddy clerks, who sit around and yawn. He has 
to burn all kinds of coal to keep his storeroom warm; he waits, 
and waits, and not a soul comes drifting from the storm. His 
customers are all at home, consuming coal and wood, and quot- 
ing many a pagan pome set down by authors stewed. And so 
the business man, says he, “The winter is a frost, and spiing- 
time is the stuff for me, regardless of its cost!” 

The customer, who stays at home, is feeling pretty sick, and 
sorrow rests upon his dome, some fourteen inches thick. He’d 
like to journey to.the store and buy a can of soup, but winter 
yammers at the door with loud and frantic whoop. He claws 
around for chunks of oak to feed the sickly blaze; his spirit 
bends beneath the yoke, he cusses wintry days. 

The peeler on his lonely beat, is murmuring, “AlJack!”’ For 
he has chilblains in his feet, and ice all down his back. And if 
he pinches Richard Roe, and punches Richard’s eyes, and runs 
him in, amid the snow, it’s just for exercise! 

The winter is a total loss, wherein no mortals sing; and so 
I plan to come across with sundry odes to spring. 
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Taking Care of Mabel 


By W. W. Waurretock 


URING Mabel’s infancy two trained nurses were 
D in attendance, night and day, to see that noth- 
ing malign or untoward happened to her. Later, 
when she had passed the stage of colic and teething, a 
bonne and kindermddchen were engaged in order that 
Mabel might acquire a perfect pronunciation in French 
and German. Incidentally, the entire domestic staff, 
from the butler down to the second chambermaid, were 
expected to give heed that she lacked nothing in the 
way of material comfort and that no passing whim 
remained ungratified. 

With the passage of time, a governess was secured 
to oversee Mabel’s education, and “ professors”’ of vari- 
ous branches were in daily attendance that she might 
lack nothing in the line of scientific and literary equip- 
ment. Several dancing teachers in turn instructed her 
in grace and deportment, and whatever remnant of 
naturalness and»spontaneity remained when they had 
finished with her was successfully eliminated by a dem- 
onstrator of the Delsartian system. Under the tutelage 
of a high-priced “companion,” and with the necessary 
couriers and maids, Mabel toured Europe; escaping 
the onslaughts of bankrupt “dukes” and “counts,” 
thanks to the vigilance and firmness of her duenna. 

After her return home she was launched upon an 
expectant world, under the patronage of Society’s most 
exclusive leader, and watched over by a dozen pairs of 
cousinly and auntly eyes. Two summers were spent 
at Newport, and the intervening winter at Palm Beach, 
but no suitor, among all those who presented them- 
selves, was found acceptable in the eyes of the direc- 
tors of Mabel’s destiny. 


It was decided that a 
second trip to Europe was 
necessary to provide her 
with a title; and accordingly 
passage for herself and suite 
was engaged, a house in 
Berkeley Square secured for 
the summer months and a 
“box” in Scotland for the 
shooting season. An ad- 
vance agent was sent ahead 
to make sure that all was in 
readiness for Mabel’s recep- 
tion, and his report being 
favorable, the party pre- 
pared to set sail. 

Unfortunately, this was 
the moment chosen by 
Mabel to elope with the 
chauffeur. 


Society Item, Winter of Our 
Present Discontent 

Yesterday afternoon, at her 

home, 2227 Chillside Road, Mrs. 

Henry S. Clarence gave a tea 

in honor of the two men who 

brought her a ton of furnace 

coal. The coal having been 

dumped in the cellar, the driver 

and his helper were escorted 

to the dining-room where, after using finger bowls, they 

partook of a dainty collation. Mrs. Clarence, personally, 

poured; and she was assisted in receiving by her daughter Miss 

Edythe Clarence and her niece, Miss Gwendolyn Shivery. 

After tea, Mrs. Clarence and her guests descended to the cellar 

to look at the coal; the driver taking down the hostess, and his 
helper, Miss Clarence. 


Drawn by R. B. Futrer 

“* Look, Nellie, I found a nickel.” 

““Aw, come along; a nickel ain’t good for anything 
now’days!” 
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“*SaraH Hunc Up anp Turnep To Miss Ciarre: ‘ Dumpieicnu!’” 


One Show-Girl’s Ambition 


By J. A. Watpron 


Illustration by LAWRENCE FELLOWs 


TAGE HANDS, some of whom seemed to be 

members in good standing in the Independent 

Order of Tough Citizens, were setting the first 

act of “The Dormitory,” a musical comedy 

which multiplied the chief appeal of long- 

current bed-room farces and thus threatened the future 
of that form of entertainment. 

As chorus girls hurried in and picked paths over and 
around “props” on their way to dressing-rooms, the 
stage hands who had attained the thirty-third degree in 
their Order clucked and grunted admiration, loafing 
at these moments on the job. 

Sarah, the wardrobe mistress, overflowing a spacious 
chair just within her own precinct, lunched upon still- 
fattening dainties from a taboret by her side as she 
bewailed her adiposity. 


11 


“It’s terrible—just terrible—to be so stout, dearie!” 
she remarked to one of the girls who tarried a moment 
with her. 

You said it 
I never get it!” 

“We all get it, dearie,” responded Sarah, “and it 
seems that those of us who are slimmest in youth are 
fattest later. Why, when I was your age I weighed 
only a hundred and ten!” 

“Got a photograph of yourself in those svelt days?” 
asked another girl with a sniff of disbelief. 

“You doubt my word?” bristled Sarah. “ You? 
Why, I was principal fairy in a spectacle at your age, 
and you’ll never get nearer front than the third row, 
where you’re anchored! The wonder to me is that 
you’ve attracted enough attention to put one bank 


!” replied the fairy-like one. “Hope 











clerk in the Tombs, and yet find a car to come to work 
in!” . 

Sarah’s speech etched lines of confusion on the face 
of the doubting girl, who hastened out of vocal range 
just as Winsome Claire appeared. Winsome had 
almost at once arrived at the dignity of “lines” and a 
lyric, her rendering of which troubled the star of “The 
Dormitory.” 

Sarah greeted Miss Claire with special favor and 
handed her a letter with the remark: “The boy said 
that was from Dumpleigh.”” Dumpleigh was the man- 
ager. ‘Can I talk with you, dearie, after the show?” 
Sarah asked, touching Miss Claire’s hand with a show 
of affection. 

“Of course you can!” the girl replied as she passed 
in to her preparation. Other girls of the company, 
though fully informed as to their own charms, admitted 
that Winsome was the handsomest girl in the show. 
She was a perfect brunette, while most of the others 
were blonde by Nature’s or chemistry’s grace. Her 
speech was refined and her bearing aristocratic. She 
seemed wholly superior to the environment. 

“The Dormitory” went “screamingly” that night, 
as usual. The descriptive epithet was the press man’s. 
He had served his novitiate as a propagandist with a 
circus. And as usual, the company dispersed quickly 
after the final curtain. 

Sarah told the stage manager she had work to do, 
and lights were left for her. Miss Claire joined her, and 


they were alone. 
“Dearie,” said Sarah, patting the girl’s hand, 
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“although you came late tonight, | hear you came ip a 
limousine.” 

“Yes.” Miss Claire laughed. 

“Dearie, you have a great opportunity. 1 mean 
aside from all this trumpery here. You can become a 
real actress.” 

“So Dumpleigh says.” 

“But I mean you can win out without the aid of 
such a person. Even from what you have shown in 
this rotten piece. You’re above all this. Of course 
Dumpleigh says you can win!” 

“Yes. But he says there are conditions.” 

“Generally there are conditions—when such a man 
is concerned. And they don’t always get you there! 
I know, dearie!” 

““You’ve been very good to me, Sarah. Told me 
things I ought to know. I was quite ingenuous, you'll 
remember, when I came.” 

“But has my advice been useful? 
limousine tonight.” 

“We were talking about Dumpleigh. I saw him a 
few minutes last night. Just before the performance.” 

“Yes?” There was solicitude in Sarah’s tone. 

“T changed my address today.” The girl tapped a 
letter that protruded from a dainty bag. “He writes 
that he failed to reach me by ’phone. Naturally!” 
She laughed. “He wants to see me now. He——” 

A telephone bell rang. Sarah hustled to answer: 
“Yes, this is 1129 Rialto. Sarah, wardrobe mistress, 
speaking . . . No, Miss Claire isn’t here, sir. I had 
some work to do. . . Yes? . . . Maybe she’s on her 
way, sir.” Sarah hung up 
and turned to Miss Claire. 
“Dumpleigh!” 

“Thinks I’m on my way 
to see him?” 

“Yes. Will you confide 
in me, dearie?” 

“He says he can put my 
name in electric letters next 
season. This is the week- 
end. I came here tonight 
for the last time, Sarah.” 

“And I shall not see you 
Monday night?” Sarah 
looked distressed. ‘“‘Are you 
playing a game with Dump- 
leigh, dearie? Leaving just 
to lead him on?” 

“TI am not ambitious to 
have my name in electric 
letters.” 

“But you came in a lim- 
ousine tonight, dearie! | 
don’t understand!” 

“The limousine I came in 
is Grattan Channing’s.” 

“Grattan Channing! 
Why, he’s a swell! And the 
quiet kind.” 

“He’s my fiancé, Sarah.” 

“Oh!” Sarah beamed on 
her. “‘No cheap bunch of 
electric lights for you, dearie! 
I see! You're going into The 
Social Register!” 


You came in a 
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“A CLEAR Case’ 


Miss Clancy’s Romance - 


By Artuur C. Brooks 


ISS CLANCY, torty-six years old and still in 
harness, stenographer sans pareille, disciplinarian 
extraordinary, virtual major domo of the Little 
Nemo Suspender and Supporter Company, still 
unmarried, and glad of it—though a bit bitter at 

times—abstractedly ruffled the papers on her desk. 

It was nine o’clock, which in the urban office corresponds 
with four o’clock on the farm; things wake up. The sunlight 
entered in streaks. From doors came feminine forms, wriggling 
and giggling as they flowed to identical desks, prepared to talk 
and type alternately from then on till five, with forty-five 
minutes off for éclairs. They were the battery of efficient, after 
a fashion, stenographers, all under the keen colonelcy oi 
Commander Clancy. 

Desk-tops banged back; 
instantaneously. 

In the next minute the long room burst into a bedlam of 
mechanical clacking. Twenty young spines straightened like 
soldiers on review; ‘ten times as many fingers raced like animate 
arrows. The gossamer-<lad back presented to Miss Clancy 
pink, imperturbable surfaces, as though the intuitive owners 


chilled typewriters bourgeoned 


well knew that not only their work but their youth suffered 
supercilious scanning. Delightfully disregardful of transerip- 
tion or punctuation, the lovely Lorelei sang on. 

“TJ can’t understand it,” Miss Clancy secretly admitted to 
herself. “It’s absolutely marvelous, that’s all! Coming in here 
and working all day, then going out and dancing till two in the 
morning, and then coming in again fresh as rosebuds. Humph! 

“Now, why can’t J do that?” 

The door opened and a frail, lily-like creature entered and 
sanctimoniously swayed on to Miss Clancy’s acid reception. 

Miss Clancy shot a glance to the tell-tale clock, and made 
an obvious statement: 

“Miss Mooney, you are ten minutes tardy.” 

“T know it.” Her pretty eyes lowered in heartbroken contri- 
tion. “But I wuz out with my John-Henry las’ ni’.” 

Miss Mooney, the rookie typist, was folly personified. Her 
delicate, rouged face surmounting a long, white neck, was 
continually bobbing and becking like a foolish flower. ‘Her rosy 
lips pouted purposed invitation. 

Miss Clancy, her disapproving eyes on a liberal expanse of 

(Continued on page 30) 
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rushing to have its portrait painted. Artists were 
never so overworked. Germany’s evident desire 


is to “save its face.” 
* * * 


A LL Berlin society, take it from the cable news, is 


ANP now they are talking of shipping us Australian 

fruit. Well, if a beautiful red and gold California 
peach tastes like an old leather wallet when bought in 
New York, what—the mind staggers !—will an Australian 


cold-storage peach taste like? 
* * * 


AN upstate man took a hen into a trolley car, but 
forgot his purse. When he was about to be 
dropped by the wayside, the hen obligingly laid an egg, 
with which the man paid his fare. We hope he asked 
the conductor for his change. 
* * * 
ROM the Josephus Dan- 
iels’ version of “Pina- 
fore”: 
Stick close to your desk, take 
pattern after me, 
And I will decorate you with 
the D. S. C. 
* * 





* 


“QEEK substitute for 
hand,” says London 
Lancet, in a recent article. 


Why not draw four cards? 
+ * + 





N automobile man speaks 

of the “personality” of 
a car. Some cars, their 
owners are convinced, have 
more than mere personality; 
they have “temperament.” 
As much of it as an opera 
singer. 

+ + 

HE still climbing cost of 

shoe leather seems to 
have no deterring effect upon : 
boot-legging. 
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SaturDAY AFTERNOON 
If Willie’s and Johnny’s plan works owt. 


A WAGGISH type-setting machine drops hot metal 
in such profusion that Senator Smoot of Utah 
comes out in a Washington despatch as “Senator 
Smooth.” Not a bad bit of description, that. 
* * * 


‘THE silver service given by the state of Arizona w 
the great battleship of that name included a punch 

bowl thirty inches wide and twenty inches deep. It will 

make a good goal for the ship’s basket ball squad. 


* ok ok 


N deciding to make his home at Lincoln, Neb., 

General Pershing runs a chance of getting in bad 

with that other military celebrity, Colonel Bryan. 

Colonel Bryan wishes it distinctly understood that 

Lincoln, Neb., is copyrighted in his name. 
cK * * 

CROWD of people, in- 

cluding policemen, re- 

cently watched a duel in 

Rome under the impression 

that it was a movie play in 

the making. It doesn’t pay 

these days to have a hair- 

trigger sense of honor. Gen- 

tlemen with good. Toledo 

blades may as well have 

them ground down into safe- 


ty razors. 
* * » 


BACTERIOLOGIST has | 

created a new species 
of microbes by crossing one 
with another. It is only 
a question of time when we 
shall have an annual Microbe 
Show in Madison Square 
Garden. 

* * * 

ASTRONOMERS have 

discovered a water vapor 
in the atmosphere of Mars. 
Possibly a sign that Mars is 


going dry. 
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Digest of the World’s Humor 





With Limitations—“ Are 
optimist?” 
“Tam. Aren’t you?” 
“Yes. But just the same I’ve gotten 
over my cheerful confidence that stocks 
are going to prosper and go up every 
time I play them.””—Washington Star. 


you an 


A Mystery—“ Why do people call it a 
merry-go-round?” 

“T could never figure out. Most of 
the people on it look anxious and kind 
of scared.” — Kansas City Journal. 


Accommodating—“I am in a great 
hurry,” said the bald-headed man as he 
climbed into the barber’s chair. “Can 
you cut my hair if I leave my collar on?” 

“Sure,” replied the barber, as he 
glanced at the shiny dome; “even if you 
leave your hat on.”—Portland Express. 


Beyond the Limit—“ There can be 
too much of a good thing.” 

“That’s right,” commented Cactus 
Joe. “Iwas once in a poker game where 
somebody discovered that there were five 
aces in circulation.” —Washington Star. 


Tactless—“So Miss Jones is angry 
with her doctor. Why is that?” 

“ He tactlessly remarked that he would 
soon have her looking her old self again.” 
—London Tit-Bits. 


The Premier—‘“I presume the violin 
is the most important instrument in an 
orchestra.” 

“It was until the jazz came in. Now 
it’s the cowbell.”—Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


Ata pe Curate 
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THE Disenied s Paocazse—Blighty (London). 


Then It Happened!—“I wonder if 
you could?” mused the Rummy, as he 
gazed into the mirror back of the old bar. 

“You wonder if I could what?” de- 
manded the idle Barkeep, as he grabbed 
a hatchet that was on the floor. 

“Why, I wonder if you could say that 
call money is the coin you use to pay 
your telephone bill?” replied the Rummy, 
as he headed for the door.—Cincinnati 
Enquirer. 


An Awful Possibility — Struggling 
Artist—Ah! yes; I am wedded to my 
Art. 

Funny Friend—Well, mind yor don’t 
get a divorce, old man. They might give 
you the custody of the pictures!—Pass- 
ing Show (London). 
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Just Good Enough for the Editors 
—A good old scout living north of town 
came in Saturday and handed us a dollar 
for his subscription. “Take it,’’ he said, 
“T can’t buy anything with it any more.” 
—Siloam Springs Herald. 


Good Logic—If you don’t get your 
paper, it is not our fault; we tried our 
best to get you to pay up, and we just 
can’t do any more ‘than that—you 
wouldn’t for a minute submit to our go- 
ing into your pockets and taking out the 
price of the subscription, now would 
you?— Royston Ga.) Record. 


Sure of One Thing—“ The editor does 
not know whether the high cost of living 
is justified or not, or whether prices are 
going to fall or to go higher, but we know 
one thing dern sure: We’ve got enough 
clothes to pull through the winter with, 
but if the price ain’t down on wearing 
apparel by spring we are going back to 
the fig leaf and wooden shoes.”—Baxter 
(Ga.) Bulletin. 


Coughed Up Cheerfully — Jowa 
Paper—After refreshments had been 
served the happy assembly disbursed.— 
Boston Transcript. 


Another Circulation War—‘ The 
Toadvine Clarion claims to have 400 
more subscribers than the Eagle.” 

“My! What’s the Eagle going to do 
about it?” 

“The conventional thing in such cases. 
The veracity of the Clarion will be ques- 
tioned in 72-point type.”—Birmingham 
Age- Herald. 








Not William, but Bill 











Anxious Husband (who is momentarily expecting an addition to his family )—Is—is it a boy? 

















Susan—No, it’s a man come for the money for the coal.— Passing Show (London). 


_—- 


He Voted, Did Andy—Andy, a Negro 
porter at a Broadway theater, belongs to 
a lodge. The other night the lodge mei 
to vote on the question of changing 
meeting rooms, but Andy didn’t get there. 
Yesterday we met him on Broadway 
and he said the organization was to have 
new quarters. 

“Did you vote for a change?’’we asked. 

“T wasn’t at de meetin’,” repiied Andy, 
“but I voted by peroxide.”’’— New York 
W orld. 





Desperate Case—The other day a 
negro went into a drug store and said: 

“Ah wants one ob dem dere plasters 
you dun stick on yoah back.” 

“T understand,” said the clerk. “You 
mean one of our porous plasters.’’ 

“No, sah. I don’t want none of yoah 
porous plasters. I wants de bes’ one you 
got.” —St. Louis Republic. 


Unfinished Business—Sambo—Say, 
Doc, what was that you gave me? I 
dreamed I was chasin’ a large chicken and 
just as I was about to grab ’im I woke 
up. 

Doctor—Why, that was a quarter of a 
grain of morphine. 

Sambo—Please squirt twenty 
grains in me—I wantah ketch 
chicken.— Medical Pickwick. 


more 
that 


Well Defined—Sam and Rastus were 
seated in a Jim Crow car on a southern 
railway, en route to a plantation for the 
cotton picking season. They were dis- 
cussing politics, with particular reference 
to the coming state elections. Rastus 
was a rabid partisan of the incumbent 
representative. 

“Well,” said Sam, “‘Ah likes him all 
right, Ah guess, but his platform ain’t 
no good.” 

“Platfo’m!” snorted Rastus. “ Plat- 
fo’m! Say, nigger, doan’ you know dat 
a political platfo’m is jes’ like a platfo’m 
on one o’ dese yere railroad cahs—hit 
ain’t meant to stan’ on; hit’s jes’ meant to 
git in on!’’—Pissburgh Chronicle-Tele- 
graph. 
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Pay Day—The workman was digging. 
The wayfarer of the inquisitive turn of 
mind stopped for a moment to look on. 

“My man,” said the wayfarer at 
length, “what are you digging for?” 

The workman looked up. “Money,” 
he replied. 

“Money!” ejaculated the amazed way- 
farer. “Apd when do yor expect to 
strike it?” 

“On Saturday,” replied the workman, 
as he resumed opera‘ions.—London Tit- 
Bits. 


The Lost Cause—“ How'd you make 
out with your radium mine?” 

“Lost money.” 

“Though you sold all the stock at a 
cent a share.” 

“I did. But it cost more than that 
to print the stuff.”—Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


His Quietus—Mrs. Knott—Didn’t 
your husband rave when you showed 
him the dressmaker’s bill? 

Mrs. Spoti—Rather. 

Mrs. Knou—And how did you quiet 
him? 

Mrs. Spott—\ showed him the milliner’s 
and then he became simply speechless.— 
London Tit-Bits. 


Such Accidents Don’t Happen in 








“ Mais—est-on bien stir qu’il est fou?” 

“* Je vous crois. Il est sorti de la cabine 
teléphonique en disant qu'il avait eu tout de 
suite la communication!” 

“Why, certainly he is insane.” 

“Yes, he must be—came out of the tele- 
phone booth muttering he’d got his number 
the first time he tried.” —Le Rire (Paris). 





Cool Consideration 

















“ Wie had in de hitte van het gevecht op soo’n 


afkoeling kunnen rekenen?” 

“Who would have thought, in the heat 
of battle, that such a chilly time was in 
storc?”—De Notenkraker (Amsterdam). 





His Passion—Mrs. Flaibush—I under- 
stand her husband has a passion for 
music. 

Mrs. Bensonhurst—Yes, he has. Every 
time she sings he flies into one.— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


Acute Agony—“I thought the prima 
donna seemed upset about something.” 

“She had a quarrel with her accom- 
panist just before the concert began and 
he revenged himself on her in monstrous 
fashion.” 

“What did he do?” ‘ 

“Just when she was reaching her high- 
est note he struck the wrong key.”’— 
Birmingham Age- Herald. 


Restaurant Jazz — Patience— What 
did you think of that piece the orchestra 
just played, dear? 

Patrice—Why, I didn’t hear it. You 
know, uncle was taking his soup just 
then!— Houston Post. 


Art Materials—“I have a genuine 
Cremona violin.” 

“What’s that in these days? I have 
the finest cowbell known to jazz.’’—De- 
troit Free Press. 

Fooey! 
“Music hath charms!” some poet cried, 

But this fool poet makes me groan; 
This poet never lived beside 

A man who plays a slide trombone. 

—Cincinnati Enquirer. 








Descriptive—There’s a delightful new 
name for the little mirror, powder-puff, 
lipstick and other dewdads that women 
carry round in their handbags. 

Vamping utensils —Public Ledger. 


Not Real Fur—In the display window 
of an Indianapolis department store a 
few days ago, were two fur coats, one 
marked $475 and the other $395. Two 
young girls passed the display, and, 
quite naturally, cast admiring glances 
at the coats. 

“Three dollars and ninety-five cents 
for that coat,’’ said one. “Well, it looks 
like a pretty good coat for that money, 
but you know it’s not genuine fur.” 

The gir] did not go into the store to 
investigate.—Indianapolis News. 


Caution—“ What do you know about 
his past?’’ asked one girl. 

“Just enough to make me suspicious 
about his present,” replied the other, 
examining closely the diamond the young 
man had given her.— Philadel phia Record. 


Easily Discouraged—So many are 
taking up Spanish nowadays—“in a 
serious way,” as Hermione puts it—that 
the Woman was much interested in hear- 
ing her fellow bus riders—two young 
women—discuss the matter. 

“Ves,” said the pretty one, “I thought 
that Spanish would help me in my work, 
so I decided to join the class that was 
being formed in the office. But I’m sure 
that I shall never, never be able to Jearn 
the language!” 

“Why not?” asked her plain com- 
panion. ; 

“‘Oh, I find it altogether too hard!” 

“How long have you been studying 
it?” 

“We began last night.”"— New York 
Evening Sun. 


Another Use for the Old Boat 
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ds a body should a body cry?—Tatler (London). 
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A Codicil to the Marriage Certificate 





“Your wife evidently has a will of her own, old chap.” 
“Yes; and I am the sole beneficiary.” —Blighty (London). 





And Nothing More—‘“Scribson is 
dashing off another novel.” 

“How long does it take him to write 
a novel?” 

“About six weeks.”’ 

“Good heavens! And what does he 
put into it?” 

“About 60,000 words.”—Birmingham 
Age- Herald. 


Had Not Made a Choice—They had 
just completed the fifth dance—three 
couples and some thirty-odd girls—and 
they had strolled out tc the balcony to 
rest. He, just out of high school, and she, 
out of high school, also. 

“So,” he said, beginning the conversa- 
tion, “you are from Indiana?”’ 

“You're mighty right,” she answered, 
“ Hoosier girl.” 

He stuttered and stammered. “Why 
—er—really——”’ he said, “that is, I 
don’t know—I mean I haven’t decided 
yet, who.”—Jndianapolis News. 


Looking for Him—“ Where’s that in- 
fernal proofreader?” shouted an irate 
man with blood in each eye. 

“He certainly would be right hard to 
find now,” said the editor uneasily. 
“What’s he done this time?” 

“In that advertisement for my valve- 
less motor he turned the second v into a 
u!”—Phiiadelphia North American. 


Affection—Bliggins loves his work.”’ 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Growcher; “but 
chiefly as a topic of conversation.”— 
Washington Star. 


Phonetical—James Lawlor says there 
once was a fellow who said to his friend: 
“T’ll bet you $10 that Lake Michigan is 
Superior to Lake Ontario.” And the 
friend, being a good sport, though poorly 
versed in geography, replied: 

“Huron.” —Grand Rapids News. 





Her Doilar—A benevolent old lady 
in one of the streets which still retain the 
red-brick houses of old-time New York, 
looked out of her parlor window the other 
day and saw a man walking along the 
sidewalk, apparently in great dejection. 
There was something so pathetic and 
appealing in his manner that she took a 
dollar bill, put it in an envelope, and 
wrote on the envelope, “ Never Say Die!” 

She slipped out of the house in the 
most casual manner and- handed the 
envelope to the man as they passed. 

Next day the melancholy man called at 
her house and presented her with $10. 

“Tt’s funny,” he said; “you’re the only 
one that backed that horse called Never 
Say Die.”— New York Evening Post. 


Good Reason—“Why did you give 
that tramp the dime?” 

“For not telling me a hard-luck story.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


An Illustration—First Tramp (read- 
ing)—Dis guy says dat an epigram is a 
short sentence dat sounds light but gives 
yer plenty to t’ink about. 

Second Tramp—Den I s’pose de 
judge’s “ten days” is one, ain’t it?— 
Boston Transcript. 


Cruelty to Animals 





“ Dites-moi, Baptiste, qu’est-ce que c'est que cet orchestre? On ne va pas danser, 7 imagine?” 
“Oh! non, monsieur! C'est M a trouvant les rabbatteurs trop vieux jeu, a fait venir, 
lo ” 


pour les remplacer, le jass-band de TA . 


“Tell me, Baptiste, what’s the idea of the orchestra? I thought this was a hunting party, 


not a dance.” 


“It’s this way, sir: Mr. Highflyer thought that beaters-up were a bit out of date, so he’s 
had the syncopated orchestra from one of the cabarets in town brought out here to drive the 


game in.” —Le Rire (Paris). 
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Experienced—S/e— John, your man- 
ners are awful! I noticed that you dusted 
the chair at Mrs. Heep’s before you sat 
down. And their little boy was watching 
you, too! 

He—Yes! And | was watching: him! 
I am too old a fish to be caught on a 
bent pin!—London Tit-Bits. 


Perfectly Normal—Tve Doctor—You 
say your little boy has an abnormal appe 
tite. In what way is it manifested? 

The Mother—He’s lost all desire for 
things that make him sick.—Boston Globe. 


Rapid Progress— For the fourth time 
a new baby had arrived at the home of 
Robert’s sister, Nellie. When informed 
of the event one of his aunts told him in 
an impressive manner that he was now an 
uncle for the fourth time. Rather fussed, 
the little fellow answered: “Goodness 
me, if things keep on I'll soon be a 
grandpa!”’—Chicago Tribune 


Queer Animal—Little Roy had re- 
turned from a week visit to his aunt, and 
was trying to describe the folding bed 
he had been sleeping in. “It lays down 
at night, mamma, and stands on its hind 
legs in the daytime.” — Pittsburgh Leader. 


His Share of Education—The chil- 
dren were telling a visitor what they stud- 
ied at school. 

“T,” said the eldest, 
spelling and definitions.” 

“ And what do you get, my little man?’’ 
said the visitor, addressing the littlest 
one, who had listened in a bored way 
while the others recited their lists. 

“Oh, I dets readin’, spellin’ and 
spankin’. ’’—Minnea polis Tribune. 


“get reading, 


Helping Grandfather—The other 
evening five-year-old John was over at 
his grandfather’s house for supper. While 
they were eating grandfather sneezed. 
It stopped his conversation a minute, and 
then just as he started to resume it 
Joseph spoke up: “What do you say, 
grandpa?” he asked. 

Grandfather looked mystified a minute; 
then again began to talk. Again Joseph 
persisted, “What do you say, grandpa?” 

More mystified looks. Then Joseph 
informed him. ““Grandpa,” he said 
sweetly, “isn’t this a ’scuse me table like 
ours?”—Indianabolis News. 


Thrust Upon Her 














“Oh, why was | born an actress?”’ 
“You weren’t, dearie.”—Opinion (London). 


The Road to Paradise—‘ My dar- 
ling,” said a fond mother, who believed 
in appealing to children’s tender feelings 
instead of punishing them. “If you are 
so naughty you will grieve mamma so 
that she will get ill and have to lie in bed 
in a dark room and may die and have to 
be taken to the cemeteryard be buried, 
and you-———” 

The child had become more solemn, 
but an angelic smile overspread his face 
at his mother’s last words, and, throwing 
his arms about her neck, he exclaimed: 

“Oh, mamma, and may I sit beside the 
coachman?”’—London Tit-Bits. 





Providing for the Household Pet— 
“Tt would be strange if people should 
find themselves lacking bread.”’ 

“We might get along without bread 
for a while out at our house,’’ commented 
Mr. Meekton. “But Henrietta would be 
terribly worried if the dog biscuit were 
to give out.” —Washingion Star. 


Some Wag—Redd—Black took his 
dog over to France with him when he left 
with his regiment, didn’t he? 

Greene—Oh, ves. 

“And they have returned, I hear?’’ 

“es.” 

“Both got their old jobs back?” 

“Well, the dog has. I saw him chas- 
ing his tail today.’’-— Yonkers Statesman. 


A Regular One—He was looking for 
a good canine companion, and had an- 
swered an advertisement in the news- 
paper. The following conversation 
ensued: 

“Vou advertised a sensible dog for 
sale?”’ 

“Vep.”’ 

“What do you mean by a sensible 
ce ge” 

“This pup has never had a ribbon 
around his neck and has never ridden in 
a limousine since the day he was born. 
He’s a happy-hearted, bone-burying, 
cat-chasing, 100 per cent. dog.” — Hous- 
ton Post. 


Pianissimo Persuasion 
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First Enthusiast—I say, Muriel, have you ever tried listening to music with your eyes shut? 
Second Ditto—And you, sir—have you ever tried listening to music with your mouth shut?— 


Passing Show. (London). 
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Den Artiga Kusken—Om inte alltihop gar in i vagnen sa kan jag ta lite pa kuskbocken. 
Taxi Driver—If you can’t get all of you into the taxi I can put some on the seat beside me.— 
Kasper (Stockholm). 





Identified—It was a dark night and 
the car was speeding homeward at a 
terrible rate. 

“What road have you taken, James? 
cried Mrs. Blithers, as the car jolted her 
high in the air. 

“The regular boulevard, Mrs. Blith- 
ers,” returned the chauffeur. 

“But I never noticed all these thank- 
you-marms on the boulevard before,” 
protested Mrs. Blithers. . 

“Oh,” laughed the chauffeur, “those 
were not thank-you-marms, Mrs. Blith- 
ers! They were just a few people who 
cpuldn’t get out of the way.” 

Whereupon Mrs. Blithers laughed, too. 
What a droll mistake it was, tobe sure !— 
Pittsburg Sun. 


Trouble Ahead—*“ Doesn’t that an- 
noy you?” asked the visitor, as Mr. Cob- 
bles carefully turned his flivver to one 
side of the road and let a big car whirl 
past in a cloud of dust. 

“Nope, it don’t bother me none to 
speak of,” answered Mr. Cobbles, with a 
chuckle. “There’s a ramshackle bridge 
down th’ road a piece. I know all about 
it, but th’ feller in that car don’t know 
about it an’ he’s liable to be singin’ 
mighty small when we get to him.”— 
Birmingham Age- Herald. 


Merely a Reminder—‘“Five years 
ago you promised to buy me a car,” said 
Mrs. Gadspur. 

“So I did, my dear,” replied Mr. Gad- 
spur, as he flicked the ashes from a 
twenty-five-cent cigar. “And I intend— 
ahem—to keep my promise.” 

“T don’t wish to hurry you, but don’t 
wait until the only vehicle I can ride 
in is a wheel-chair.”’—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 
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But He Never Will—“ My husband 
always leaves his business at the 
office.” 

“Mine does, too. If he’d only do one 
other thing he’d be perfect.” 

“What is that?” 

“Leave his golf on the links.” —Boston 
Transcript. 


He Knew Him—“ What do you mean, 
young man,” asked the merchant of the 
boy, “by counting your change so care- 
fully? Are you afraid that I would cheat 
you?” 

“I don’t know,” replied the boy. 
“T’m just making sure that you won't. 
I used to caddie for you at the golf club.” 
—Detroit Free Press. 


Something to Look Forward to— 
Dubb Golfer—The day I get round these 
links in less than a hundred Ill give you 
a dollar. , 

Caddie—Thank ye, sir. It’ll come in 
han¢y in me old age.—Boston Transcript. 


Luck—“ Swinson had wonderful luck 
at golf yesterday.” 

“Did some fast playing, eh?” 

“No, his playing was rotten, but he 
found a nest of eighteen perfectly good 
eggs some farmer’s hen had hidden in the 
grass.” —Wichita Eagle. 


The Retort Obvious 


” Newly-Elected—Mr. Poorbar, | presume? 
-Old-Bstablished—You do!—Sydney Bulle- 
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LEADER 
(His Latest Portrait) 
—London Opinion. 











Tun Ice. 
—St. Louis Star. 
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ALADDIN AND His Won.- 
DERFUL LAMP 
**China orders 
$9,000,000 worth of mili 
tary airplanes in Eng- 
land.”—News Item. 
—National Republic. 
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“America is holding up the Ratification 
of the Peace Treaty by; dissentions over 
the League of Nations.” 

Uncle Sam—Currew Suatt Not Rinc 
—Yet!—London Opinion. 
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SPECTATORS AT THE SACCHARIN TRIAL 
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 


Wuat’s IN THE PAcKAGE? 
—San Francisco Chronicle. 
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We will pay $1 each for acceptable “Bad Breaks” which may be clipped from newspapers, magazines or books. 
amusing error of the types or a funny expression, JUDGE will pay $5. 
must be sent in to show the bona fide nature of the “ break.” 


inclosed, and no material previously published as “ Bad Breaks” is desired by JUDGE. 


considered for publication. 


We beg the patience of our readers whose “ Bad Breaks”’ have been accepted for publication. 


For the most 


The original clipping, with its source indicated in each instance, 
No rejected “Bad Breaks” will be returned to senders unless postage is 
“Bad Breaks”’ in advertisements will not be 


We have some 


5,000 paragraphs on hand and can print but a few of these each week. The editor of ““ Bad Breaks” cannot enter into correspondence with 


contributors. 
the range of this department. 
determines their acceptance, and payment is made accordingly. 


Perhaps Eva Has Whiskers?—A 
pound of flesh was taken off in two in- 
cisions. Eva’s EXTRA CHINS were also 
TRIMMED. The scars are covered by her 
WEALTH OF HAIR.—Photoplay Magazine. 


A Slip of the Ton—Omer Elie, local 
butcher, is recovering from a broken 
finger which he sustained several days 
ago. While lifting a heavy carcass of 
beef weighing NINETEEN HUNDRED 
powunDs his foot slipped and in falling he 
broke his thumb.—Ogdensburg (N. Y.) 
News. 


News from “‘The Other Shore’’— 
“Brothers, if you don’t see your death 
notices in The Telegrapher, don’t blame 
me, blame yourself for not dropping me 
a line telling me about it. I am no 
mind reader.””— Railroad Telegrapher 
Magazine. 


No Empty Shell—Mrs. Inhoff, of 
Donnally Mills, the mother of Mrs. 
Scott Heckendorn of this place was 
destroyed by fire Sunday night. The 
CONTENTS were nearly all saved.—Dun- 
cannon (Pa.) Record. 


Entombed ?—Once when a small boy 
living with his LONG-DEAD FATHER AND 
MOTHER down on Pine Street he had com- 
mitted some act of disobedience.—Red 
Book Magazine. 


Up-to-Date Canonicals—The Rev. 
Father Henry Happle, who wore a peach 
color silk pongee with leghorn hat and 
carried red roses.—Albany (N. YF.) 
Journal. 


Such Playful Young Things— 
“Does Hamlin know anything about the 
lob—” Sid coughed long and loud, as 
Herbert kicked him under the table.— 
Elgin (I.) Boys’ World. 


S. P. C. P.—The child had been kept 
a prisoner all her life by her parents in an 
upper room of a Brooklyn tenement, and 
was rescued yesterday by agents of the 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Children AND THE POLICE.—AUentown 
(Pa.) Item. 


Lizzie Was a Bird—With such an in- 
tention he walked into the room one noon, 
when Elizabeth was hanging in the golden 
bird cage in the window.—Commercial 
High School Ledger. 


“My Honolulu Prince’’—W. J. 
Easton, chairman of the school was beau- 
tifully decorated with flowers.—Chatham 
(Can.) Planet. 


His Wicked Wish—Mr. Sheldon ad- 
dressed the annual foremen’s and over- 
seers’ banquet last night. The treasurer 
of one of our largest companies said that 
he wished that every one of his company 
and employees could NEVER hear the 
talk.—Geneva (N. Y.) Times. 


Where the Lesser Includes the 
Greater—If you take more gasoline out 
of the tank than you put in, the tank will 
run dry and the car will stop.—Canadian 
Ford Service Bulletin. 


A Sex Story—Max Saphir, 2361 Val- 
entine Avenue, Bronx, was taken to New 
York Hospital, with a PAIN IN THE BACK, 
from 38 West 21st Street, where SHE was 
employed.—Greenwich Village (N. Y.) 
Home News. 


Festooning the Bath—The dining- 
room, where supper was served at 11, was 
gay with Christmas greens and cut 
flowers, while the swIMMING POOL, where 
the guests enjoyed breakfast, WAS LINED 
WITH EVERGREENS.— Denver (Colo.) 
Times. 


It is obvious that only mirth-provoking paragraphs can be published. Mere typographical mishaps do not come within 
Many duplicates of acceptable material have been received. Priority of receipt, as shown by the postmark, 
Cheques for successful contributions are mailed on acceptance. 


Done—Mr. and Mrs. Bom Hemphill’s 
children are doing nicely, they are down 
with scarlet fever.—Capitol Hill (Okla.) 
News. 


Marry and Stay Young—At twenty- 
eight he married. Later on, AT THE SAMF 
AGE, he resolved never to marry again.— 
Parisienne Magazine. 


A Hang-Over—And she looks up at a 
painting of a puffy woman with Cow EYES 
'HAT HUNG OVER THE DRESSING TABLE 
and musta been a old master it was so 
ugly.—Saturday Evening Post. 


On the Cob—The unlatched door 
swung open and standing there half afraid, 
half joyous, the ears of corn tightly 
clasped in her arms, stood a girl, black 
haired, red lipped, black eyed. Her 
cheeks glistened with EARS of homesick- 
ness and surprise.—Boston (Mass.) Post. 


Minor Calamities—Well, Xmas 
passed off very nice excepting one wed- 
ding and several dances for the young 
people.—Dahlonega (Ga.) Echo. 


A Darktown Solon—He wore a dark 
brown suit, dark overcoat and hat on the 
day of the robbery, and carried a light- 
colored cane and a BLACK LAWYER’S brief 
bag.—Chicago Herald & Examiner. 


Looking After the Lost Ones—Wil- 
liam Arner, who has been re-elected, will 
continue to issue MARRIAGE licenses and 
will see that the wishes of the DECEASED 
are fulfilled.—Lehighton (Pa.) Leader. 


A Flivver from the White House— 
Governor-elect Edwards replied by letter 
to the President. He asked the Nation’s 
Chief Executive to accept his thanks for 
the kind rorps expressed in the telegram. 
—Hohoken (N. J.) Hudson Observer. 





Joy for the Author— [he story comes 
to a HAPPY conclusion when Mrs. Lane 
accidentally steps in front of an automo- 
bile and is killed. —Baltimore (Md.) News. 


Piscatorial Massage—Use little heat 
on the face when the skin is soft and 
flabby. Cleanse it with cold cream and 
use only cold water when washing or 
bathing the skin. Rub ice wrapped in 
gauze on the skin to stimulate the tissues 
and further harden the risH.—New York 
World. 


Ail and Hearty—Henry Johnson has 
returned from Beaumont, Texas, where 
he was called some time ago on account 
of the illness of his father who has 
CONVALESCENCE.—W inchester (Ky.) Sun. 


A Generous Opening—In warm 
weather the FLOOR is sometimes left open, 
that guests may come and go as they 
please.—Chicago News. 


Presumabiy Father’s Side—On_the 
MATERIAL side he is descended from the 
well-known Tulinius family cf Iceland.— 
Kansas City (Kans.) Star. 


Spiritual Accusation— Another 
CHARGE made against the store came 
from a WOMAN WHO DIED of the effects of 
wood alcohol poisoning who samp she 
bought her poison beverage at the store. 
—Little Rock (Ark.) Gazette. 


The Calendar of Superstition—Fri- 
day the 13th comes TWICE in February 
and August.—W allowa County (Ore.) Re- 
porter. 


Why, How You Have Grown, 
Gladys!—“I was born on New Year 
Eve, 1918,” said the girl-wife—W ashing 
ton (D. C.) Times. n 


Operatic Foot Note—Little Magde- 
leine Brard, however small, had the 
audience at the Metropolitan Opera 
House marveling at her Feet.—New 
York Sun. 


A Political Scandal?—“I do not 
know just what the differences are be- 
tween the PRESIDENT’s position and Mrs. 
Bryan’s so I do not want to make any 
statement at this time.”—Joplin (Mo.) 
Herald. 


Our Progressive Era—The deceased 
was THREE years of age. He was married 
and leaves his widow and two children, 
one aged seven years and the other four 
months.—M?. Carmel (Ill.) Republican- 


Register. 


A Good Picker—‘I wondered with 
whom he had gone but after PICKING UP 
THE ROOM I went down to dinner, as 
usual.” —Regina (Can.) Post. 


Cheerless Nights—Notice—Knights 
of St. George, Branch 65, please call eve- 
nings after 6 p. m. as Mrs. Williams will 
not be home. Harry E. Williams, Sec’y. 
—Erie (Pa.) Times. 


All Things are Possible to the 
Movies—Down in Port Henry sixty-five 
motion picture actors, including the 
great and the near great, have been wait- 
ing two weeks for the weather man to 
SEND DOWN A FLOCK OF SNOWSHOES, but 
nary a flutter comes out of the chilled 
atmosphere.—W atertown (N. Y.) Stand- 
ard. 


Cruelty in Court—Floyd Parkington 
and Michael Wridack, aged nine and ten 
respectively, were ordered WHIPPED IN 
city court to-day by Judge Samuel 
Young.—New York Illustrated News. 


The Little Corporal’s Deep Nature 
—General Grant and his wife are buried 
side by side in a DEEP CAvIry, something 
like THE BODY of Napoleon.—Paterson 
(N. J.) High School News. 


A Great Determination—Then paus- 
ing dramatically, he said: “As long as I 
live I never will vote to send UNBORN 
American boys to die in foreign lands, as 
this League of Nations contemplates.” — 
St. Louis (Mo.) Globe-Democrat. 


An Hour All to Himself—An audi- 
ence which crowded Odd Fellows’ Hall, 
Mount Pleasant, remained UNTIL 11 
o’cLock to hear Ald. Kirk, who talked 
until MIpNIGHT.—Vancouver (Can.) Prov- 
mce. 





This Week’s Prize ‘‘ Break’’ 


Contributed by 
Nancy E. Watson 
Seymour, Tex. 


Mother’s Needle Eyes and Father’s 
Lapse 

“After supper she and Hugo 
played dominoes while Mr. Lud- 
lum read the evening paper and 
Mrs. Ludlum reap her work- 
BASKET. The group was so sooth- 
ingly peaceful that Milly put 
away the plan she had cherished 
from the far-off days of her 
father’s LAP-KINGDOoM.—Cosmo- 
politan Magazine. 











History as She Is Nit—Ida was the 
name given to the GRANDFATHER of King 
Stephen, who became the counTEss of 
Boulogne.— Kansas City ( Kans.) Times. 


A Show Down—The body will be 
shipped to the family home at Vander- 
grift to-morrow. The ENTERTAINMENT 
will be in the Apollo cemetery.—Taren- 
tum (Pa.) Telegrgm. 


No Chance of Recovery—George F. 
Schultz, S. L. Frey, Barr Spangler and 
William H. Able, all of them working 
alone for the good cause without any hope 
of RECUPFRATION.—Marietta (Pa.) Times. 


Leap Year Bargain—One offers te 
wed any couple beyond the age of forty- 
five where the woman admits she proposed 
to the man FREE OF CHARGE.—Chicago 
American. 


Spoiled His Pen Work—Dying Hog 
Severs Finger—Headline in Cleveland 
©.) Plain Dealer. 


Choked by Her Environment— 
“Hard Boiled”—Five reels—(Para- 
mount)—Dor thy Dalton starring. Com- 
edy drama. Story of a big hearted actress 
who is STRANGLED in a small town and 
befriended by an aged spinster.—A/bany 
(N. Y.) Knickerbocker Press. 


Those Lofty Legal Luminaries—A 
method of sending apparatus to the 
hitherto unreached higher LAWYERs of the 
air.—Norfolk (Va.) Ledger-Dispatch. 


Lively Reds—Firemen were soon cov- 
ered with masses of frozen water and 
moved about like animated EXILES.— 
New York Journal. 


A Deep-Sea Bird—Now the ocropus 
is legitimate prey. Grasping it firmly by 
the tail, Jim Warren proceeded to tear 
great handfuls of FEATHERS out of it, 
after which he held it aloft and sum- 
moned the world to witness its naked 
shame.—“ The High Hand,” by Jacques 
Futrelle. 


Multum in Parvo—Even those who 
had known and respected his father were 
inclined to shake their heads and to 
observe that Egan was A BLOCK OFF THE 
OLD CHIP.—American Magazine. 


Typically Irish—Miss Ada Gannon 
of Davenport gave an interesting and 
instructive talk on Ireland’s claim for 


freedom, a cause for which sHE has been. 


fighting for SEVEN HUNDRED AND FIFTY 
YEARS.—Clinton (Conn.) Advertiser. 
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Drawn by Henman Patwer 


Best of the New Phonograph Records 


Disco’s 


OPERA 


CavaLieamia RustIcANA: 
cagni). Sung by Tito Schipa. 
54034. 

This trenchantly realistic little opera, 
showing how questions of honor are settled 
among peasants, opens with the charming 
serenade which Turiddu sings off-stage. 
Its free-flowing melody is unclouded by the 
tragedy that is to follow. Schipa sings it de- 
lightfully, and the accompaniment, carried 
principally by harp, is thoroughly pleasing. 


Don Pasovate: Cavatina—“Quel guardo” 
(Donizetti). Sung by Amelita Galli-Curci. 

Victor 74599. 

Cheerfulness may happen even in the 
best opera houses. “Don Pasquale,” by 
the Donizetti who gave luckless Lucy of 
Lammermoor her well-known musical in- 
vestiture, is frankly gay and gladsome. 
This giddy aria consists of Norina’s 
sprightly comments on a romance she is 
reading. She intimates in unmistakable 
coloratura that the smiles, tender glances, 
arched looks, etc., described in the book are 
quite practical for private use. Galli-Curc 
sings it with her customary impersonal per- 
fection and airy ease. 


Faust: “Le Roi de Thule” (Gounod). 
Twais: Scéne du Miroir (Massenet). Sung 
Yoonne Gall. Path? 60080. 

vonne Gall’s lyricism is dramatic. She 
gives us the ballad. about the King of Thule 
which Marguérite tries to sing nonchalantly 
while waiting for the coming of Faust— 
the song being interrupted by speculations 
as to when he will arrive; and queenly 
Thais’s adjuration to her mirror, “Tell me 
I am beautiful!” The contrast of manner 
between the two character portraya’s—the 
ingenuous girl and the tiger-woman—is well 
b ought out. 


La Favorira: “Ange si pur” (Donizetti). 
L’Arricaine: O Paradis (Meyerbeer). 
Sung by Charles Fontaine. Pathé 59079. 
A pair of ecstacies, sung with due rapture. 
Ferdinand, a novice at a monastery, is con- 
fiding to the old prior the impression made 
on him by the sight of a lady whom he char- 
acterizes as an immaculate angel. It later 
develops that she is King Alforso’s mis- 
tress; bet of that little joker in the situation 
he is not yet apprised. At any rate, it is an 
excellent ecstasy. Vasco da Gama’s gor- 
geous air in L’ Africaine we listed last month, 
when it was sung by Charles Hackett. 


Siciliana (Mas- 
Pathé 


SELECTIONS 





Under the consecutive weekly headings: 
“ Vaudeville,” “Dance,” “Concert,” and 
“Opera,” Disco’s lists appear regularly. 

Te makes a study of all the standard 
records as issued,and from these chooses the 
few which seem most desirable. 

Disco answers questions regarding phono- 
graphs and records of all makes. He will tell 
you which artists have recorded your favorite 
selections and which companies have issued 
them. In writing enclose self-addressed 
stamped envelope for reply. 











La Favorira: 
zetti). Sung by Taurino Parvis. 

Samson Et Danita: “Mon coeur s’ouvre a 
ta voix” (Saint-Saéns). 
nora de Cisneros. Edison 82176. 
Though frowned on by the ccclesiasticai 

authorities, King Alfonso declares he will 

















Photo by Underwood & Underwood 
“On, Waat a Gat Is Mary!”’—GarveNn 
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“Vien, Leonora” (Doni- 


Sung by Eleo- 


not give up friend Leonora. In which frame 
of mind he sings this melodious number; 
first regally defiant, then—beginning, 
“Come, Leonora”—suavely tender. Par- 
vis, a most accomplished baritone, sings it 
splendidly. Delilah’s song, which made a 
simp of Samson, is too well known to re- 
quire comment, except that the accompani- 
ment stays in the game more contiauously 
than is usual with Edison recordings. 


La Forza pet Destino: “Solenne in 
quest’ ora” (Verdi). Sung by Charles 
Hackett and Riccardo Stracciari. Colum- 
bia 49666. 

Considered to be the stunningest male 
duet in all opera. “Swear to me in this 
hour.” Much melodrama! They are 
sworn enemies already, but fail to recognize 
each other. “Hackett and Stracciari tackle 
it heroically. Hackett is fine on the cli- 
mactic notes, and would seem adequate 
throughout were he not paired with the 
stupendously great Stracciari. 


“To son Titania” (Thomas). 
Columbia 


Micnon: 
Sung by Maria Barrientos. 
49598. 

Sooner or later, fatter or thinner, cvery 

rima donna gets round to singing that she 

is Titania, queen of the fairies. The aria is 
so pretty, ¢o brilliantly effective, so rich 
in interesting opportunities for displaying 
vocal virtuosity that it is no wonder the 
divas can’t resist it. When we say that 
Barrientos sings it as well as, if not better 
than, we have ever heard it sung, we are 
expressing admiration of the most unquali- 
fied sort. Other sopranos can execute the 
trills and staccato passa with equal 
accuracy and grace, but few if any with 
equal warmth of tone. 


I Pacuiacct: Prologue. Part I—“Si puo” 
(Leoncavallo). Sung by Renato Zaneili. 
Victor 64832 


Part II—“Dunque.” Sung by Renato 

Zanelli. Victor 64833. 

Last month we confessed to being quite 
carried off our feet by this new Chilean bari- 
tone. Hearing his masterly delivery of the 
many-mooded prologue to Pagliacci, we are 
more than ever convinced that Zanelli is a 
young giant. He is greatly gifted in the 
three essentials: voice, temperament and 
intelligence. 


(Continued on page 34) 





‘*Smilin’ Through’’ 














Witra Due Ceremony De Luca UNvVEILs DveE To THE Hicu Cost or CLOTHING, Waite Memorizinc, Fppy Brown Won’t 
HimseE_Fr AND VOICE Caruso Remains HEAvILY CuRTAINED Let His Viouin See THE Music 








Basso Mippieton Is Keen ror ; Maser Garrison Coquets COLORATURISHLY Max Rosen Poses 1n His Putian 
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HOULD a melo- 
drama’s manners be 
stealthy or swash- 
buckling? That de- 
pends on whether 
your hero is a foxy news- 





The Etiquette of 
Excitement 


By Lawron Macka.i 


stenog when blond stenog 
was murdered - benefactor’s 
secretary. Wifey was the 
mysterious veiled lady who 
visited benefactor just previ- 
ous to poisoning. Horrible 








aper reporter or a fascinat- 
ing French Royalist. In “The Acquittal” we see the 
sleuthsome but matter-of-fact scribe scotching out the 
murderer after the glass arm of the law has let him slip. 
In “The Purple Mask” we see the debonair Mr. Di- 
trichstein, as the Vicomte de Somethingorother, put a 
crimp in Consul Bonaparte’s secret police force. Each 
is worth watching. 

“The Acquittal” is of the “Three Faces East” or 
speakeasy school, where every head shake, every glance 
means something momentous. It is related that when 
George M. Cohan was smoothing “Three Faces’ into 
shape, he twanged his twang thus: “Keep it down, 
people! Keep it down! - If they ever get on to you, 
they’ll laugh you out of the theatre.” Accordingly the 
performers did keep it down, and every time Emmet 
Corrigan, as the super-spy, took 
a step or put his finger to his 
lips, the whole audience felt 
creepy. 

The mantle of mystery that 
envelops “Three Phizzes” has 
fallen upon its successor “The 
Acquittal,” which is staged by 
the same Sam Forrest who 
helped George M. hold down 
the earlier piece; and the little 
touches of Forrestry are skil- 
fully laid on. Spies being out 
of date, the villain is a husband 
—guilty of murder and a blond 
stenographer, both in the worst 
degree. Lacking the evidence 
to convict, however, the prose- 
cution has been unable to pin 
his punishment on him, and he 
is set free to regain’ home and 
wifey. But not wifey. Wifey 


braves him in her boudoir, con- photo © by Alfred Cheney Johnston 
fronting him with the fatal let- 
ters which he wrote to blond 





at 


Dororuy Dicxson Seeks SANCTUARY IN A 
Frienpty Moon 





husband grabs tied-up epis- 
tles and brutally sneers at her ultimatum that he be- 
gone from the premises forever. The letters are her 
only evidence. He has them. She is in his power. Now 
for the nasty brutality. But hist! a knock at the door. 
The intrepid reporter, concealed in the inner chamber, 
has overheard all. Enters. Schrecklich spouse applies 
pistol. In vain. Reporter has stalled and forestalled 
everything, is supreme master of the situation. Under- 
neath his unassuming exterior he is a Sherlock Holmes, 
a General Foch and a (slenderer) Irvin Cobb rolled into 
one. The play ends gently but firmly. 

Such doings are not for the distingué Mr. Ditrich- 
stein. For him there must be something with swish and 
sweep and swoop. As a reckless royalist mantled in a 
cloak of mystery and weaving a mask of regal purple, he 


waylays unwary minions of 
Napoleon—Citizen This and 
Prefect That—and extracts 


from them large moneys as the 
price of their release, which 
sums he tosses lightly into the 
coffer of the Cause. 

The Republican administra- 
tion, apprised that he. has 
planned to kidnap an official at 
midnight in a little town, sends 
crafty Citizen Brisquet of .the 


secret police to impersonate 
the old official and nab the 
masquerader. Brisquet posts 


guards galore, but the Purple 


Mask makes off with him 
as per schedule. And that 
is but the beginning of the 
story. 


Let others treat melodrama 
with matter-of-factness; Leo 
(Roman slang for “lion”) re- 
mains ever the guy with the 
grand manner. 









Fond Pairs and a For- 
lorn Fat Man 


From 
“Monsieur Beaucarre” 


“‘ But my song is not of 
France! It is of a fairer 
country. A land of gold 
and snow. And the blue 
sky above like the heaven 
of a lady’s eyes.” “I had 
thought that the ladies of 
France were dark, sir.” 
“Tt is of-a province of 
heaven I speak. I am 
content to be a slave. I 
am your true lover. 
Your name in France, 
we say it—Marie. 

The English way, I 
think it is so much 


sweeter—Mary!” 


Marion Green 


and 
Blanche Tomlin 


Frm“Tue [2 “When you were given the Croix de 
Famous ca Guerre, did the General kiss you on both 
Mrs. = cheeks? If he didn’t he was a poor 
Farr” fish.” “Thank you, Jeffrey.” 
“Sylvia, no matter how many times 

you ‘marry, always select a gentle- 

yey x man like your father.” 

rap SS Henry Miller and 
Pap : Blanche Bates 


The woman in the case 
catches sight of the 
jewel in the case, and 
the man hopes she 
won't covet it too stren- 
uously. This sort of 
thing happens daily, 
every time you take 
Her past a jeweler’s 
window; but in the 
play it is made a 
mystery of. 


: ) voy ea - ne 
“These at Da. ee ca and 
bandages? After | TAY oi re Philip Merivate 
had finished with Beaucaire 
I had a few words with my 
servant and gave him a 
month’s notice.” 





Beauty and the Dictionary 

She lived next door—a damsel fair, 

With eyes of blue, and—oh, her hair 
Was glistening like pure, radiant gold 

That’s spun by fabled nymphs of old. 
ive watched her at her casement as she whiled 
long hours through, 
*ve seen her in the mornings as fresh as dia- 
mond dew. 
I’ve gazed as from afar upon her pretty lithe- 
some form, 
nd heard her cheery laughter in sunshine and 
in storm. 
But never have I spoken to this neighbor fair 
of mine, 
hough often have I smiled at her, and an- 
swered she in kind. 
And then—I heard her at the phone, 
And curse the day I pulled that bone! 
She said, “I seen him,” and, “I’ve went,” 
And “Can that stuff,” “I bet a cent,” 
ad “ Ain’t you right,” and then “I’ve sawn” — 
d now, alas, her beauty’s gone! 
—Washington University (Mo.) Dirge. 














Their Nose Knows 
Sliek—How do you get so many girls? 
Slicker—Oh, I just sprinkle a little gasoline 
on my handkerchief—Stanford Chaparral. 


Shiners Removed 
Ike—Mike, you just ought to see my girl. 
ou know she has the most kissable mouth and 


lrrepressible, 








Look Out for the College Wits 
Contest Number! 


O many splendid contributions to Judge’s 
S Co.ttece Wits Contest have been re- 

ceived—both drawings in color and black 
and white and MSS. of every character— 
that we have been compelled to put forward the 
issue in which all this material is to appear to 
March 13, instead of March 6 as previously 
announced. It will be a great and unique num- 
ber of Judge and the cleverest undergraduates of 
all the colleges will be represented at their best. 
Tell your friends about this Cottece Wits 
NumBer—March 13. 











The Sour One 
“How did you like the girl you took home 
from the dance?” 
“ Awful!” : 
“T couldn’t kiss her either.”— Notre Dame 
Juggler. 


Mixed 
“Our prof. gave a lecture on Metaphysics in 
Lampson yesterday.” 
“Was there a mixed audience?” 
“Mixed? I should say there was. No one 
understood a word he said.” — Yale Record. 


Her Mistake 
She (soulfully)—Our spirits are in harmony. 
I can sense an aura about ycu— 
He—That isn’t an aura, lady, that is hair 
tonic.— Princeton Tiger 


JUDGE 





Sneezenable 
A versatile girl from Seaview 
Was booked for a speech on “Who’s Who?’ 
When the time came, behold! 
The poor-thing had a cold, 
So about all she said was, “Ka-choo!” 
—Penn State Froth. 


Bolshevistually Speaking 
“The laborers of today remind me of the old- 
fashioned parlor matches.” 
“You mean they’re dangerous to have 
around loose?” 
“Rather, and they strike anywhere.”— Vale 
Record. 


Apt Comparison 
Sober—What’s this near-beer that they sell 
now like? 
Souse—Weli, it’s just like having your girl 
throw you akiss. The sentiment is all right, but 
you don’t get any real thrill —Pitt Panther. 


; Answered 
' “What’s the difference between an old man 
and a worm?” 

“No difference. Chickens get them both.” 
Michigan Gargoyl .. 


Biting 
“My,” exclaimed Mr. Klumsay at the Sopho 
more Cotillion, “this floor’s awfully slipper, 
It’s hard to keep on your feet.” 
“Oh,” replied the fair partner, sarcastically, 
“then you were really 




















little stars. 

Mike—They come out 
every night, eh?—Caro- 
ins Tar Baby. 


b teeth are like the r 


Heave, Too 
“Shall I bring you 
some dinner?” asked the 
steward of the ship. 
“Yes, you may bring 
me one on approval,” 
replied the passenger, 
as he gazed over the 
bounding deep. “I may 
not want to keep it.”— 
Cornell Widow. 

In Harbor 
Credit—I notice the 


honorary medical society 
took in ten members. 
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Debit—That so? The 
manager must have been 
after them to pay last 











trying to keep on my 
feet? I thought it was 
purely accidental.”—/: 
high Burr. 


Didn't Fease Him> 
Socrates lifted his cup 


—“What’s this stuff?” 
he asked. 

“ Hemlock! "replied t he 
cup-bearer. 

“Qh!” said Socrates, 
“that’s all  right—! 


thought it was one o/ 
those d——d substitutes 
for Beer.—Mass. Tec! 
Voo Doo. 


Exacting 
“Why did you break 
off your engagement with 
that school teacher?” 
“Every night I didn’t 
show up she wanted a 












year’s bill —Washington 
Sun Dodger. 


Berore 
Saturday Nights—Showing the Refining Influence of Prohibition —Yale Record. 


AFTER 


written excuse.”—Michi- 


gan Gargoyle. 
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A Rooter for ‘‘ Uncle Walt” 
















6 Underwood & Underwood. 


Lorpv LEvVERHULME—“ Prime MINISTER 
oF Britisu INpustry”’ 


OKkKD LEVERHULME, who has 
|" been called “the Prime Minister of 
British Industry,” and whose en- 
terprises in Great Britain and this coun- 
try represent a capital of $500,000,000 
and the service of 50,000 persons, has been 
traveling in the United States recently. 
That he is an ardent admirer of Walt 
Mason, whose exclusive prose poems in 
Jupce are enjoyed by our great family of 
readers, is apparent from the following 
just printed in the Emporia Gazette, 
“Uncle Walt’s” home town paper: 


Lord Leverhulme, whose homes are at The Hill, 
Hamstead Heath, N. W. and Thornton Manor, 
ton Hough, Cheshire, England, has written a 
letter to “Walt Mason. The letter follows: 

ne who has enjoyed your writings in JupcE 
my years, and who greatly admires your 
phy, | had hoped to have seen you on this 
visit to America, and wrote to the editor of JupcE 
iskine him for vour address so that I might have the 

. e of calli.g upon you. I have just received 
from JupGce saying that you rarely visit 
York, but he has given me your address in 
Emporia. I am sorry I cannot get to Emporia, 
therwise nothing would have given me greater 
than to have done so, if you could have 

led me the courtesy of an interview. 
| admire your philosophy, and wish there were 
more sane thinkers upon the every-day affairs of 
life along the 'ines of your philosophy. 

“With sincere regrets that I shall not have the 
pleasure of seeing you, and hoping to have the 
re of reading your contributions to Jupce for 
many years to come, 

“Yours sincerely, 
“ LEVERHULME.” 
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Heroes 
By Cuet SHarer 


HEROES are extraordinary entities that 

stand out from the rabble like a mole on 
an alabaster neck at a dinner party. In the 
past heroes were knighted. Or they posed 
before sculptors. Nowadays they go into 
vaudeville or sign advertisements for a new 
hair restorer. The heroes of 856 A. D. were 
awarded the beautiful princesses. The heroes 
of 1920 are filmed for the weekly review of cur- 
tent events shown before an audience that is 


To persons who have not pre- 
viously heard of my method 
this may seem a pretty bold 
statement. But I will gladly 
convince you of its accuracy 
by referring you to any number 
of my graduates in any part of 
the world. 


There isn’t a State in the Union that 


doesn’t contain a score or more skilled 
plavers of the piano or organ who obtained their entire 
training from me by mail. I have far more students 
than were ever taucht Lefore by one man. I nvesti-ate 
by writing for my 64-page free booklet, “How to Learn 
Piano or Organ.” 

My way of teaching piano or 
organ is entirely different from all 
others. Out of every four hours 
of study, one hour is spent en- 
tirely away from the keyboard— 
learning something about Har- 
mony and The Laws of Music. 
This is an awful shock to most 
teachers of the “old school,” 
who still think that learning 
piano is solely a problem of 
“finger gymnastics.’”’ When you 
do go to the keyboard, you ac- 
complish twice as much, because 
you understand what you are do- 
ing. Within four lessons I enable 
you to play an interesting piece 
not only in the original key, but 
in all other keys as well. 

I make use of every possible 
scientific help—many of which 











are entirely unknown to the aver- 
age teacher. My patented in- 
vention, the COLOROTONE, 
sweeps away playing difficulties 
that have troubled students for 
generations. By its use, Trans- 
position—usually a “ night-mare”’ 
to students—becomes easy and 
fascinating. With my fifth lesson 
I introduce another important 
and exclusive invention, QUINN- 
DEX. Quinn-Dex is a simple, 
hand-operated moving picture 
device, which enables you to sce, 
right before your eyes, every 
mouvement of my hands at the 
keyboard. You actually see the 
fingers move. Instead of having 
to reproduce your teacher's 
finger movements from MEM 
ORY— which cannot be always 
accurate—you have the correct 
models before you during every 
minute of practice. The COL- 
OROTONE and QUINN-DEX 
save you months and years of 


Studio JBA, Social Union Bldg. 





I'll Teach You Piano 
In Quarter Usual Time 





































DR. QUINN AT HIS PIANO—From the Jamous sketch 
oy Schneider, exhibited atthe St. Louis Exposition. 






wasted effort. They can be obtained only from me 
and there is nothing else anywhere even remotely like 
them. 

Men and women who have failed by all other methods 
have quickly and easily attained success when studying 
with me. In all essential ways you are in closer touch 
with me than if you were studying by the oral method— 
yet my lessons cost you only 43 cents each—and they 
include all the many recent developments in scientific 
teaching. For the stucent of moderate means, this 
method of studying is far superior to all others; and 
even for the wealthiest student, there is nothing beiter 
at any price. 

You may be certain that your progress is at all times 
in accord with the best musical thought of the present 
day, and this makes all the difference in the world. 

My Course is endorsed by distinguished musicians, 
who would not recommend any Course but the best. It 
is for beginners, or experienced players, old or young! 
You advance as rapidly or as slowly as you wish. All 
necessary music is supplied without extra charge 
A diploma is granted. Write today, without cost of 






































obligation, for 64-page free booklet, ‘How to Leary’ 
Piano or Organ.” 


FREE BOOK 





|~ QUINN CONSERVATORY, Studio JBA 
Social Union Bidg., Boston, Mass. 


Please send me, without cost or obligation, your fre Bag 


booklet, ‘How to Learn Piano or Organ,” and full par 
ticulars of your Course and special reduced Tuition offer 
Name 


Address 








impatiently waiting for the comedy. Every | 
war throws a big crop of heroes on the market. 
In the recent war the heroes ate Bully Beef and 
chased the German out of the land of the hand | 
lotion. -And they were called “above-named 
soldiers” while the fellow who lounged about the 
club house at Brest and entertained the welfare 
girls came home jingling like 2 week-old Xmas 
toy. 













York was a hero. So was Dionysius, Ulysses | 
and Artaxerxes, Doc Cook and One-Punch || 
Hogan. But the real heroes are not listed. | 
The every-day gallants gounsung, unsculptured =| 
and unfilmed. When real heroes are recognized, 
special mention will be made of the youth who 
helps the girls do the dishes at a house party. 
And the man who takes cold shower. And the 
fellow who says “No” to a barber. 
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A Darktown Solon—He wore a dart 
brown suit, dark overcoat and hat on th: 
day of the robberv, and carried a light 
colored cane and a BLACK LAWYER’S brie 
bag.——C/ Herald & Examiner 

Looking After the Lost Ones—W 1) 
liam Arner, who has been re-elected, wil 
ontinue to issue MARRIAGE licenses an 
vill see that the wishes of the DECEASF! 
tre fulfilled Lehighton (Pa.) Leader 


A Flivver from the White House 
Governor-elect Edwards rephed by lett 
to the President. He asked the Nation 
Chief Executive to accept his thanks for 
the kind roRDs expressed in the telegran 
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If he didn’t he was a poor 
“Thank you, Jeffrey. 
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ITenry Miller and 
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\ Rooter for ‘f Uncle Walt” Pll Teach You Piano 
In Quarter Usual Time 


To persons who have not pre- 
viously heard of my method, 
this may seem a pretty bold 
statement. But I will gladly 
convince you of its accuracy 
by referring you to any number 
of my graduates in any part of 
the world. 
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Heroes Marcus Lucius Quinn Conservatory of Music 


By Cuer Sus Studio JBA, Social Union Bldg. Boston, Mass. 


HEROES ire extraordir entities that | 
stand out ral t} ' So was Dior Ul 


from the rabble like a mole o impatiently waiting for the comedy Ever York was a hero ow mysius, Ulysse 

ster neck at a dinner part In the war throws a big crop of heroes on the market and Artaxerxes, Doc Cook and One-Punch 

roes were knighted Or the pose | In the recent war the heroes ate Bully Beef and Hogan But the real heroes are not listed 

fore culptors Nowadays thev go into chased the German out of the land of the hand The every-day gallants go unsung, unsculptured 

leville or sign advertisements for a new lotion And they were called “above-named and unfilmed. When real heroes are recognized 

restorer The heroes of 856 A. D. were soldiers’ while the fellow who lounged about the spec ial mention will be made of the youth who 

rded the beautiful prin esses The heroes club house at Brest and entertained the welfare helps the girls do the dishes at a hous« party 

are filmed for the weekly review of cur girls came home j ngling like a week-old Xmas And the man who takes a cold shower And the 
events shown before an audience that is tor fellow who savs “No” to a barber 
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THEATRE, 42nd Street,W 
of Broadway. Evening 8:30 
Mats., Wed. & Sat. 2:30. 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


The Sign on the Door 


ELTINGE THEATRE. 42nd St., west of Broadway 


Evenings 8:30. Mats. Wed. & Sat. at 2:30 


A. H. WOODS presents 


The Girl In The Limousine 


“100°, FUNNIER THAN ‘FAIR AND WARMER’” 


COHAN & HARRIS THEATRE 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 


THE ACQUITTAL 


A New Play 
HAPPY DAYS EVERY 
Waar, ti HIPPODROME 


HAPPY PRICES. Seats 8 weeks ahead. 


Out in the Cold 
Couldn’t you live on my salary of 
three thousand dollars a year? 
Geraldine—Yes, but I couldn’t support you 


oF raid 


on it, too 


Outclassed 

“That group of financiers who undertook to 
bull the market came to an awful smash.” 

“Yes, they did not know the identity of the 
bear gang or realize until too late what they 
were up against , 

‘A bunch of steel-cotton-railway barons, 
huh? 

Yep. A rolling-mill hand, a cotton picker 
and locomotive engineer.” 


SEXUAL 


By WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, M_D.,Pb.D. 
SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN 
What every young man and 
Every young woman should knew 
What every young husband and 
$1.00 Every young wife should know 
Postpaid What every parent should know 
Mailed in plain Cloth binding—320 pages—many Iilustrations. 
wrapper Table of contents, and commendations, on request. 


AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY, 209 Winston Bidg., Philadelphia 









West 42d Street 
Eves. 8:10. Mats., Wed. & Sat. 2:10 


KNOWLEDGE— 








Miss Clancy’s Romance 


(Concluded from page 132 


delivered a satirical impromptu: 
‘Hereafter, Miss Mooney, let it be either 
John or Henry.” 
‘Aw-ri 
The junior copyist turned and exhibited a 


chalked chest 


bony back. Under her Georgette waist her 
knife-edged 
modically as she moved away to 


shrugged spas- 
the locker- 
room, wherein the girls stored their costly furs 


shoulder-blades 


and millinery 
Hardly had she disappeared than a large, raw 
man prota! ed the presence He left the door 
open al d his hat on his head 
\ddressing no one and everyone, he asked 


“Is dis where l woiks The setting was 


New York.) 

“Oh, the  filing-case questioned Miss 
Clancy 

“Sure! 


“Right there.”” Miss Clancy indicated an 


oaken recalcitrant index 


holders, more fled against than filing; and self 


arrangement of 


consciously returned to her accounts 

The repair-man dropped heavily on_ his 
knees and seized the grip of the lowest drawer. 
Alternately hauling it out and slamming it in 
with one preternatural hand, he pawed at his 
tool-kit with the other, making cheerful musik 
the while. Immediately he touched tool to task, 
great droy s of desudation appeared on his red 
forehead and rained to the floor 

Miss Mooney eme rged and passed him within 
seductive range as she undulated down the 
aisle. An exceedingly attenuated ankle enliv 
ened the other’s vision. 

He canted his head and leered amorously, 
giving the lie to his attitude of genuflection. 

‘Miss Mooney, please sit at this table behind 
me,” directed the sub-manager, “until we can 
arrange a desk for you.” 

“Aw-ri.”” She Janguidly played her machine. 

Miss Clancy, chancing to look up, suddenly 
recoiled and blushed beet-color. The work-man 
staring directly at her, had perpetrated a prodi 





fall dame ay Sopeatt 


Some. Wee 
Sees | 











gious wink. Then he turned hastily away an 
hammered confusedly 

And yet 
fellow was probably chivalrous. 


It was preposterous the poor 

On impulse, Miss Clancy rose and went t 
the portable cooler and drew and swallowed 
bracer of water. At the cabinet she stoope 
and pretended to test his work. 

“Some dame, I'll say,” the repair-man said 
to the floor. “I like ’em skinny,” he confided 
candidly, and pounded a peroration. 

Thin? Miss Clancy was not thin. Man 
vears of habitual sitting had broadened her 
physiologically if not psychologically. But mer 
were the flatterers! 

She whirled and sent a too-hasty look bach 
to her regiment. The all-seeing stenographers 
clattered guile lessly 

Her tace purple with romantic emotion, Mis 
Clancy whispered frivolously: 

“O you kid!” 

The Irish terrier flung back on his hams 
stared, and emitted so great a roar of knowing 
laughter that Miss Clancy fluttered frightenedl) 
back to her desk 


In the Flat Below 
“Why does that composer overhead have t 
go tramping around?” 
“Sh-sh! He’s composing a march.” 
‘Well, I’m glad he isn’t composing a galop.” 








*“'Too Bap. Dan, But 
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The Hot Snap 


RB (ORSON 





EGYPTIAN 


DEITIES 


‘The Utmost in Cigarettes” 
Plain End or Cork Tip 









People of culture and 


refinement invariably 


PREFER ‘ Deities 
to any other cigarette 


304 | 


GUI 147 e- 


Hngiguros | ‘4 


Makers of the Highe st Grade Turkish 
and [-gyptian Cigarettes in the World 
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: Spoiled 
ith haggard faces, for to many of them it will 
mean ruin. The young ice-shoots are just | By ‘Tom P. Morcan 

forming and the growers say the sudden and W iil! I was in Tumlinville yesterday 
nseasonable rise in temperature could not have related Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 


come at a worse time. Isaac L. Pond, the Ridge, Ark. “I came mighty nigh getting 
largest shipper in this vicinity, says the loss will | mixed up in a mess of trouble. I was peroozing 
be enormous, and the growers here and at Troy | along the sidewalk in front of the Palace Drug 
freely predict that unless relief comes soon the store when a feller on the other side of the 
whole Hudson River ice-crop will be so meagre street jerked his gun and blazed away in what 
that prices next Summer will be prohibitive ‘peared to be my general direction. I shor 
nd much suffering among the poor will resu ‘lowed he must have a grudge of some sort 

ig’in me, but it turned out that a lawyer in 
M V R oa d ; ¢ Mice upstairs was who he had on his mind a 
. | just about the same second there was the crack 
By F. Grecory HH | of a gun from the window above whur I was 
) wave now sweeping this section it is TPON mv road to Arcad\ standing Then the feller across the street 
red the 1920 ice-crop will be almost a il There are no lacy shades whanged loose ag’in, and the lawyer tumbled 
ss. Ogdensburg reports a hot-snap of 40 No curving uplands’ grateful swales headlong out of the window and fell on the side 
he mercury here rose to 46° during the night, No climbing peaks, no grassy vales walk in front of me, kicked a time or two, and 
nd sunrise found much of the voung ice hang No shepherds with their maids lied right there with his smoking pistol in his 
g damp and listless on the surface of the ice rhere are no cooling brooks along hand. Well, it wasn’t none of my funeral, after 
rchards. Many ice-growers sat up all night No Pan-pipes and no rustic song } all, but the idy of anonymous gents raining 
ith their orchards, in some cases covering In truth, no road of poetry down dead around me sorter spoiled my 

evening tor me 


em with burlap to keep the voung and tender And yet it runs to Arcady! 
e-buds from being scorched and ruined by 


lack Melts Others tramped anxiously from 





Beneath the city’s roaring streets 


Crammed trains are hurled like spears; ? 
Don’t Wear 


: he lights streak past in endless rows 
| = . 
i _ | Strange odors greet the shrinking nose a | russ 
Wo Wild shoutings stun the ears 

SS be My-road—along the iron ways, Brooks’ Appliance, the :modern 
¥ Ly ; cientific invention, the wonderful 
\ Up trampled steps, through traffic’s maze new discovery that relieves rup- 

Ne One dim-lit cross-town block—the key ture, will be sent on trial. No ob- 

| W Cli \ noxious springs or pads. MR, C. E. BROOKS 

















Then up three flights to Arcady! 
a > . 
Oraggists; Soap, Ointment, Talcam 25e. Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 
. edaieeiiad “a ane Georgette and Tricotine Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and draws the 
ROMEIKE’ PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU | “What’s the San 99 2 ired Georgette broken parts together as you would a broken limb. No 
We will send you all newspaper mS Che ROSS =MGMOR Lccrgette. salves. No lies. Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove 
ppings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- “Either somebody is putting in a thousand it. Protected by U. S. patents. Catalog and measure 





tons of coal,’”’ responded Tricotine, “or our blanks mailed free. Send name and address todas 
Brooks Appliance Co.,409A State St.,Marshall,Mich. 


flivver has come.” 
i 
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on which you may want to be “up-to-date."’ Every news- | 

er and periodical of importance in the United States and 
ope is searched, Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 

HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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my INGTON 
> D.C 


AT 14 AnpbD L S& 
FIVE MINUTES TO THE 
WHITE HOUSE. SHOPS 
AND THEATRES © 

Ws: Hotel o 


Fiome Comforts ~ 
FRANK P. FENWICK 


Owner and Manager 























Distressing Subject 


What would like to drink, sir?” the 
waiter suggested 
Now, 


peevishly ; 


you 


Set here,”” the patron exclaimed 


‘what is the use of wasting my time 
satisfy what can be 
only an idle I would like to 
Just bring along whatever unhappy 
public 


in telling you, merely to 


curiosity, what 
drink? 
wetness you are afflicting on a helpless 


at this time, and say nothing about it 


Answers to Probloid No. 3 


t Lette {dvice from Daueht VU othe 
ait Var 
By Get B 
EALLY, the daughters of this gener: 
110n are CV ( | girls ne S rcel dare 


trust even their ow! 


as for the husband market the girls are all 
bears! » rel he stock marr ge, to judge 
from JUDGE’s correspondents, is way below Pa. 


I shall 


re all so pessin ISL 


ctog eto the most hopeless the 
First Pri 
De r \Nlother 
I here is still d par 
larly punch he advice 


~ 
4 


Dear Mom 
The roth Amendment you 


may stop 


~O hurr. the St! still pern its 
pop 
An ole vet like vo hould never 
ho t r 
Ke “ popper ourselt st for this 
leap ear 
I C} es Weisberg « P} delpl| 1 had 
ritte lettet s hie rx -ipt he 
ight } ; 
‘! vulr Ur ble be ittie ones 
i700 lagg p Paters« however. seems 
Imos ot CTU I H gi r otters to 
miro ( ‘ j | er otter ¢ 
hely 
| tl hin »SIgn a deed 
\ll in black and white 1 the 
] | ou do eed 
| { k le i m yg ’ 
| ; he mothers rather than the daugh 


Marry a mai ith a check account 
big enough to belittle the Count of no 
account Discount this Count and 
that Count until you find a man of 


iccount Count on me for ad 


1c and 


acco nted ior ” 


your happiness will be well 


JUD«< 


Every Married Couple 


and all who contemplate marriag 


Should Own 


this complete informative boos 


“The Science of a New Life’’ 


By JOHN COWAN. M.D. 











Endorsed and r nmende ! for 
edical and relig critics ! 
cTets of m ArTie’ a. ” appiness, So 
ealed too lat We in give onl 

20 chapter subjects here as tl 
Special Offer not meant for children. 
| The regular price M . nd Its Ad\ ™ " 
$3.00. In order toin ,, Marriag ts Adv atage 
ssaduce th vork Which to N La f Choice 
=e many nein Analyzed Should A 
rh ae as nossib} in Choosing Repr 
‘ 1 . nd one Amativeness ence oe ir 
. r special Crenit ay some ‘ 
, — ame finemen Pr r 
ae sake tname How a Happy Mesried Life is Secured 
ne, postpaid upon Descript cir r » land 
receipt of $2.00. plete tab t i FREI 











J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING — 
64 Rose Street New | York City 


10 OTe en Engel_ - 
fs aly cave: | Art Corners S| e 


Billions No Paste NEeoeo 
Sen } Tse othe to mount all kodak 
pictures. post cards.clippings in albums 
re, Round, . Oval, Panes and Heart 
+ Sepia gum paper. 
m on ¢ corners of pictures, then wet and stick. 
TASTY. ARTISTIC. jo muss, no fuss. At phote 
supply, ‘drug and stat’y genes Accept = substitates; 
= is nothing as good. We brings fu and comes 
. Co. Dept.44R 1456 Leland a CHICA 

















wed 


t 


from Enge! Mts 


But. as widows are still as dangerous as the 
Weller’s tim¢ 


were in Sam perhaps the best 





things daughters ( n do after all is to keep out 
| of it, and trust that their new daddies will 
bring handsome wealthy sons to console then 
| My Lady 
By Josern P. HANRAHAN 
J DOTE upon v lady’s feet 
Prim, and exquisitely petite 
Description varrants pages 
But modesty suggesting, I 
Proprietary pride den) 
I nough to say In passing by 
Her Shoes took three weeks’ wages. 
My L ’s Form, to make no fuss 


Would charm the most fastidious, 

I’m tempted here to dally— 

irtuoso wrought, 

That simple gown—on afterthought 
Cost rather more than would have boug 


len shares in Lel igh Valley. 


Her gown a \ 


My Lady’s Hat; my Lady’s Gloves, 
The Furs my little lady 
Otter and Fox, and Beaver, 
Complete her walking-out array, 
I hope she spends a pleasant day, 
I am to meet, while she’s away, 


My Bankruptcy Receiver. 


love Ss 








tg Editorial, Subscription and Advertising Matters 






SUBSCRIPTION OFFICES Main ' Brunswick 
Building Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK European agent 
Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd., Cannon H . Breams’ Bidg 
London, FE. ¢ England Annual ’ t tion price, $7.00 
*ortage free in the United States, its dependenci and Mexico 
I Canadian Provinces add so cent : r for postage; to all 
foreign countries add $1.00 a year Single copies of present 

iw and 15 cents each; 1918, 20 cents each; I91 30 
ent et 

Per ons representing themselves a mnected with JUDGE 
hould always be asked to produce credential 


ADVERTISING OFFICES: Brunswick Bldg.. New York; 


Walker wri rs - Boston; L. — tte Bide., Chicago; Henry Bidg., 


Seattle. (R es $1.50 agate line.! 
CHANGE “TN 1 DDRE SS: Su becribe Id address as well 
as tne new must be sent in with re r the change Also 





give the nr 
on the weap T 
a cha 

I DITORI iL OFFICE: 225 Fifth Avenue, New York Cit 

To Contributor Jupce will be glad to consider jokes a 
stories. Contributions should always be accompanied by pos 
age for their return, if unaccepted. 

Copyright, 1920, by Leslie-Judge Company. Entered at t! 
Post-office at New York as Second-clase Mail Matter Put 
lished weekly by Leslie Judge Company 225 Fifth Avenue 
New York J in A. Sleicher, President Reuben P. Sleicher 
Sec¥etary . E. Rollauer, Treasurer 

Printed by the Schweinler Press 
iddre all 


225 Fifth Avenue JUDGE 





ef appearing on the right hand side of the a 
ht takes from ten days to two weeks to mak 


orrespondence to 


New York City 
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1| Od cSown Canoes 


Lightness 
yne chap said an ‘‘Old Town Canoe”’ was so light he ‘‘thought 
t would float on a heavy fall of dew That's an exaggera- 
on, but it will float loaded in the shallowest water. An “‘Old 
| Town” is light as a cork and quick to respond to the slightest 
stroke of the paddle. Write for catalog showing different 
nodel ym dealer or factory 


odels in use 3000 in stock Sé7 up fr 
OLD TOWN CANOE COMPANY 
1942 Main St., Old Town, Maine, U.S. A. 























Sonnets to a Dollar 


By | 


(By young William) 
EF ] had one buck t’ spend I’d sure be ticked 


Why, that’s more money than I ever had 
\t once. Oh, Gosh! but wouldn’t I’be glad! 
d buy that top whut Bricky Spore has picked 
\t Templeton’s, cause yesterday he sicked 
His dog on me an’ made me awful mad 
For Mr. Hartenheimer, Mary’s dad, 
elled at me and said, “ Bet you got licked.” 


GET WELL-BE YOUNG-GROW TALL 








versity discovery is the most important health invention of 

ntury It remakes and rejuvenates the Human Body It 
‘normal spines. It frees impinged and irritated nerves, corrects con 
nuscles, shortened ligaments, eliminates congestion, improve ircula 
i drainage of the body it will increase the *s length. 

THE PANDICULATOR CO., 305-A Advance Bidg., Cleveland, O. 





An’ then I’d buy a quarter’s worth uv pop 
An’ ten uv them good suckers down at King’s, 
An’ I'd drink cho ‘lit sodies till I'd drop 
\n’ still have plenty left fer lots uv things 
Chere ain’t no end t’ whut a dollar 71 dé 
It makes a reg’lar feller out a’ you 


— GEORGE 
| FROST < 


MAKERS 
BOSTON 


_ Come r yu fra you jingling, wort 
bad whee 
I AC st EVeCry | Oi pewter Let me feel you just a bit 
lo b the es that J . Before yo paway. Once you were fit 
For kings now ou re . dud like me¢ 


iI] When Mother. B son John and Mar 

ls zo up Each hour I’m 
r fi\ d off you gladly flit, 

\ check for ninetv bones | ght! While not sou left me in the deal. 


Z to get me sore \ man’s the go odern family life 
On sticking round at college here All right Old dollar, you're the cause of all | g 
Old G just go the limit. It’s a tnght His daughter, sons and e’en his loving wile 
he te rippe \re leagued against him firmly Look at! 
tore Right now I need five hundred bones 
When I told | re oO join 


it u ARCS 

\ doll r look Lik¢ >ul ty 

I wist to J >} } yme ip | r 
How long one | \t D bo 

H oO pr ne ( Gol-lk 

(one D ck oO ( \ ( 

© 
I'll date p tonig ug) ho 


Wy Mothei 


Ten vears ago a dollar bill would buy 


\ rib-roast big ( nough to choke 
But prices now are such 


When I start out 


lo get some good pork chops lor te r some shi 


well, I grow pal 


with even three to tr Porcup G me Dal 


I feel. 


us 











Old butche r’s boosted prices Surely the i] 


Come down next vear Some stuff I buy by 
niail 


It’s all that’sleft for women suchas I 





My Marv’s clothes are 
And John’s in college where it costs so dear 


something awiul, too PROTECT 


» YOUR THROAT & VOICE 











Poor Will’s distracted with the bills 
And says he fears we'll have to mov 
here. 


efrom | FOR MEN OF BRAINS 
I’ve slipped aside a hundred fifty though IGARS 
To get that suit at Vandervert’ ou 


know. “MADE AT KEY wesTt— 


gets blue 
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What Is Success? 


You must read what Maurice 
Switzer, business executive, econ- 
omist, poet and humorist, has to 
say on the subject in 


CASHING IN ON 
WHAT YOU’VE GOT 


Just extra good common sense at- 
tractively and wittily served up. 
Every word is golden for those who 








are able to appreciate that cashing | 
in on what we have is entirely | 


possible if we will follow some few 
fundamental maxims. Maurice 
Switzer has produced an unusual 
type of literature; it is unique in its 
humorous qualities and philosophi- 
cal insight, combined with practical 
everyday advice. 

There is the flavor of Emerson, a 
suggestion of Arnold Bennett, and 


a dash of George Ade in this book. 
Price $1.00 Postpaid 


Don't miss reading it. Send in your 
order to-day, using the coupon below. 


Leslie-Judge Co. J-2-14-20 
225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 


Please send me a copy of ‘* CASH- 


| 
ING IN ON WHAT YOU'VE | 
GOT,” for which I enclose $1.00. 
| 

1 

| 

J 


Name 
Address 
City State 
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BEST of the NEW 
RECORDS 
Disco's Selections 


y 7 Schipa P f 
Sc} a alse grow i ture 
ther hearing Hi ‘ t will fr 
veetness to dramatic intensity With n ‘ 
uggestion of breath-effort his aria, “Strange 
harmony,” wherein the | ter Mario explain 
that the Madonna in his picture is omposite of 
his sweetheart 7 @ and ! wn Db t 
one of the best things Puc« ver wrote Th 
fact that it has not been run into the vround like 
his “FE lucevan le stelle” and Rud ’s Narrative, 
is decidedly in its favor. The accompaniment to 
t! and the Siciliana (mentioned above) are th 
™ Pa \ done 
ein 
Bann Co Ek 
LA Danse bes Sor I l P 
j ‘S ros Band 


| Miss Trompoxt Fillmore). Played by N ) 


Military Band Edison 50598 
Lively pieces of the sort that bandmaster 
aracteristics.” The witche do their hop 
fox-trot time, and so does the trombone i 


ing and stretching 


‘He Puppets’ Parape (Kott Played kn 


Mi CH OBLIGED Phurba 
T 
tire Orchevtra Path 22193 





Roya Marcu or Ira Gabett 
in LA Francia (Tardit Played Itai 
| Grenadiers Band. Columbia A2805 
We Americar re under the spell of Sousa 
hat we fancy hi the only type of marah. Here 
a different sort. Plaved at the 
i which men mar Marches or 
# , 
coc 
! i} le I ) 4 4 | i ‘+ 
Gour / / State M 
B Pa MH] 
I er G 
R \ ' 
S| 
\ I t 
N er, My Go I 4 Pau 
( ( ( yi 12807 


Ih Sa ) Pitor Me (G Sy 0 
Sap and Colun Ss Ou 
Witt THere BE ANy Stars in My Crown 
| Sweeney ) Sung by Oscar Scagl Columbia 
12808 
\ be itiful hymn and a popu revival song. 
Tur Lorp’s Prayer, response d hym 


Tue Beatirrupes and Hymns. Reo. Wm. I. Mor- 
gan, D.D., and Caleary Choir Edison 80511 
\ Church service in miniature, from doxology 
to benediction, with the Lord’s Prayer and s« rip- 


tural readings very satisfactorily given. Invalids | 
and other shut-ins who would like to attend church 
but canr yt. will speciall appre late this record 


\IIscELLANEOUS 

Gems FROM “Sue's a Goon Fettow” (Kern) 
Gems From “Sometime” (Friml). Sung by Victor 

Light Opera Company. Victor 35694 

““She’s a Good Fellow” is the most genuinels 
musical operetta since“‘Oh, Boy” and “ Leave It to 
Jane.” ‘The tunes from it included in this pot- 
pourri have a Sullivan Sparkle. “Sometime” is 
Friml liveliness of the sort that he 


Viti cw each scason 


recom px se 


ucces 


xu“ 


Drawn by B €¢ 
How Couutsions Between Trains MM 


SPEED THI 
CHRISTIAN 

\MERICA, THI 
THE SUMMER 


Victor Mil 


Birchard 
| STEAL \way To Jest 
Litrite Davin, 


Plantation spirituals, presented by negro singer 
“Steal Away” has a primitive poignant beaut 


hat stirs one’ 


Dey’s sinners in hell for shooting dem dice 








AVA \ \l rka ade 


gradion duet 


GLIAVAC azurk concert (Rier ‘ 
| Accord: y Perry and Peppino. 
Vase Erica (Wiedoeft). Saxophone solo by R 

Wiedoeft. Acolian-Vocalion 12239 


Well recorded accordion aad 


=f a cheerful nature 


ix yphone toot 

Repusiic (Keller) and Onwa 

Sotprers (Sullivan) 

Beautirut (Ward) and Srar Le 
Nicut (Woodbury). Played 


ary Band. Victor 18627. 
ngs atch Ww 


if - 
bl g Words to match will 4 
hed by ( 


1in “Community Songs,” publi 
Pray on Your Harp. Su 


k University Male Quartet. Columbia A28I ELI 
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“Little David”’ 
the admonition 


; imagination 
ytesque and contain 
*, I tell you twice 


Aively aT 


ell you « 


Purrer 


BE AvoipeD IN THE FuTURE we. 
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NERVE EXHAUSTION 


By PAUL VON BOECKMANN 


How We Become 
Shell-Shocked in 
Every - Day Life 
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No, when Shakespeare—seer as well as sage, who has 
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